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The Face Is Familiar 


by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 

JorL Baxter, a good-looking young 
fellow of twenty 

Haroip Rossins, his friend 

WALLY PEARSON, Joel’s chubby room- 
mate 

CELIA, a pretty girl of nineteen 

Manip, Celia’s attractive friend 

DEAN Harrison BIGELOW, a pompous 
little man 

CouSIN CLARICE, an tddle -age d woman 
of strong character 

STILLWATER STUDENTS, five boys or 

if desired 


Time: An afternoon in May, 1895. 


more, 


SETTING: The study of Joel Baxter's 
dormitory rooms at Stillwater College. 

Ar Rise: JoEL Baxter ts placing a 
tray of sandwiches on the small serving 
table beside the desk at right. HAaRroLp 
LOBBINS is fluffing a couple of gil- 
lows on sofa. 


Harotp: You know, Joel, I feel like a 
blooming Don’t 
think | domestic 
touch? 

JorL: Don’t complain, Harold. It’s 
all for a good cause. (Standing off 


housewife. 
the 


you 


have true 


and inspecting tray of sandwiches) 
There. Those sandwiches look really 
appetizing. They add just the right 
note of dignity and charm to the 
occasion. 

Haroip (Coming to serving table): Say, 
they do look inviting, don’t they? 
And I’m starved. (He reaches for a 
sandwich, but Joni smacks his arm.) 


JoEL: Keep away from the goodies, 


you wolf! Those are for the girls. 

Haro.ip: Hang the girls. You know 
that females nowadays don’t eat 
they just nibble. Heck, they don’t 
have room for food. They all but 
disappear at the De- 
scribes hourglass figure with his 
hands) 


waistline! 





JoEL: Well, you might at least leave 
them something to nibble on. 
Haroun (Reluctantly leaves sandwiches, 
goes to sofa at downstage left, sits): 
Where’s 


9 


that daffy roommate of 
y 
JorL: You mean Wally Pearson? 
Hanrowp: Yes, good old Wally. 
Jor: He'll be back soon, I know that 
food, Wally is, too. 
out vittles from 
HAROLD 
har behind his neck 
nervous. After a 
Marie Sadler. 
Joru: You'll like her. (Dreamily) She’s 
almost as pretty as Celia. 
Haroup: Ah, Celia. (ELlaborating) The 
Sharon, Helen of Troy, 
Cleopatra, a touch of Elaine... 
JoreL (Warmly): You bet she is 
better than all of them. 


ck and clasping 
I feel a bit 
|, I’ve never met 


Rose of 
and 


Haroup: Are you really going to pro- 
pose to her this afternoon? 

JorL (Pacing the floor somewhat nerv- 

ously): Well . . . if my voice and 

nerve hold out, I will. Anyway, I 

here for 

You and Cousin Clarice. 


want you around moral 
support. 
Harowp: Cousin Clarice. That sounds 
what’s she look like? 
Jore.: To tell you the truth, I haven't 


seen her since | 


formidable 


was a boy. She’s 


been living in Europe and only re- 


cently returned to this country 
She’s a tough old bird, as I remem 
ber her, with the temper of a Bengal 
tiger. 


But 
why are you having her down here 


Haroup: Sounds real appealing. 


today? 


Jor: She’s been wanting to come and 
me, I’m_ really 
killing two birds with one stone. 
Haroutp (Puzzled): Is Cousin 
Clarice one of the birds? (JoEL goes 
to table 
pamphlet from it.) 


see 


anyway sO 
your 
at center and takes a small 


JorL (Opening pamphlet): Listen, and 
all will be as clear as crystal. I 
read that 
stirring document entitled, 


shall now from soul- 


“Rules 
and Regulations concerning the Con- 
duct of the Gentlemanly Students of 
Stillwater College.” 

Haroup: Hear! Hear! 

JorL: No remarks, please. Just lend 

He reads aloud.) “li a 

young gentleman wishes, in the in- 


me your ears. 


terest of friendship and social pleas- 
ure, to entertain a young lady in his 
rooms, he must arrange for the pres- 
ence of a respectable female chap- 
The college 
does not frown on friendship be- 
friend- 
ships must be carried on within the 
bounds of decorum. Extreme penal- 


eron of mature years. 


tween the sexes, but such 


ties are provided for the violation of 
this rule.” 

Harrop: I begin to see the light. 
Cousin Clarice is to be the “chaperon 
of mature years.” 

JorL: Exactly. When she accepted 
my invitation, I invited Celia and 
Marie for the afternoon. I wanted 
Celia to see me in these intellectual 

She can’t fail to be 

Look at all those books 


surroundings. 

impressed. 

Gestures toward bookcase) I had 

to borrow at least three dozen of 
them. 

Haroip (/ncredulously): Books? To 


impress her with? 





Joeu (Shyly): Celia thinks a 
should be intellectual. 

Haroup: That rule about chaperons 
sounds old hat to me. Golly, you’d 
think that in this enlightened year 
of 1895, a college student would be 
allowed more freedom. 

JoEL: Don’t be a radical, Harold. We 
have to follow the rules. And Celia 
wouldn’t have it otherwise. 


man 


She’s a 
stickler for decorum. 

Haroup: She sounds a little stuffy, if 
you ask me. 

JoEL (Hotly): Celia is not stuffy. She’s 
just well brought up. She’s beautiful, 
wonderful, and 

Harovp: All right. Forget I said any- 
thing. But I just hope Marie doesn’t 
like books that well. 

JorL: Dean Bigelow is sure to look in 
at some time during the afternoon, 
so we really have to have a chaperon. 

Haroup: Good old “Snoopy” Bigelow. 

(WALLY 

PEARSON enters at center, carrying a 

large suit box under one arm and a 


The college watchdog. 


telegram in his other hand. He is out 
of breath.) 

Way: Hello, 
gram to JOEL) 
you. 

Harotp: What are you all out of 
breath for, Wally? You sound like 
an anemic steam engine. 

WatLy: I want to try on this costume. 
It’s a beauty. 


(Hands tele- 


This just came for 


friends. 


Harouip: Costume? 

Wa tty: It’s for tonight’s masquerade 
party over at the club. Look. (He 
places box on sofa, opens it, and holds 
up a wig of graying brown, a long 
black skirt, a shirtwaist, and a volumi- 


nous black shawl. He puts the skirt on 
over his trousers and the wig on his 
head.) 

Haro.p: You’re actually going to wear 
that rig? 

Wa Ly: Sure. I’ll be the belle of the 
ball. I’m going to do a number with 
some of the other boys. 

JoEL (Reading telegram): Oh, golly! 

WALLY (Gathering up rest of costume 
and going toward bedroom door, right) : 
I’m going to don the rest of these 
glad rags. You birds are in for the 
treat of your young lives. (He exits 
right.) 

JoEL: I’m ruined! 

Haroup: Don’t be so faint of heart, 
Joel. Wally may prove to be another 
Cleopatra in that outfit. 

JOEL: It’s not that dizzy Wally that’s 
bothering me. It’s this. Read it and 
weep. (Hands telegram to Haroup) 

Harouip (Reading aloud): “Unable to 
come today. Delayed by business 
matters in Boston. Will see you one 
week from today. Sorry for the de- 
lay. Love, Cousin Clarice.”’ 

Jor: And the girls will be here at any 
moment. 

Haro.p: A grim situation. 

JorEL: Grim! It’s a catastrophe. Celia 
is a high-minded girl — bless her 
heart. She won’t step a foot inside 
this room without a chaperon pres- 
ent. And, besides, if Dean Bigelow 
comes snooping around — and he’s 
sure to — I’d be expelled on the spot 
if the girls are here and Cousin 
Clarice isn’t. 

Harotp: Can’t you get another chap- 
eron? 

JoEL: They don’t grow on trees, you 
know. And my acquaintance with 





elderly ladies is limited, to say the 
least. 

Haroutp: Well, after- 
noon’s festivities. 

Jor.: But don’t you understand? I’ve 
been working up my nerve all week 
for this occasion. This was to be the 
great day of my life. I was going to 
propose to Celia. She’d blush, and 
say yes, and I’d be the happiest man 
in the world. 

Haroup: Maybe you’ve had a narrow 
escape and don’t know it. 


postpone the 


Jor: Don’t be such a cynic, Harold. 
Have you no conception of what true 
love is? (WALLY suddenly appears in 
doorway. He is now wearing the long 
black skirt, the 
and the shawl.) 

Wa ty (In high-pitched voice): Speak- 
ing of true love, my dears, isn’t this 
rig a beaut? 

Haroup: Holy mackerel! You'll set 
the female sex back fifty years. 

WaLty (Coming to center and turning 


wig, the shirtwaist, 


around coquettishly to show off his 
If I don’t 
win first prize at the masquerade, 


costume): Fetching, eh? 


the judges are blind or crazy. 
Haroun: Well, don’t expect Joel to ap- 


preciate your feminine beauty. He’s 
just received a great shock. 

Joe (Dismally): Cousin Clarice can’t 
come. 

Wa ty: So the old girl has stood you 
up, hey? Tough luck. No Clarice, 
no chaperon. (Struts over to center 
door and looks out) Some costume, 

hey? Whoops! The girls are on the 

way. They’re coming up the walk. 
Say, they’re pretty. 
JorL (Rushes to door and looks out 


Oh, golly, we’re sunk! 


HarRo.p: Wait We 
have a potential chaperon in our 
midst. (WALLY has strutted back to 

His JOEL 

HAROLD. ) 


Jor (Pointing to Watuiy’s back): You 
9 


all is not lost. 


center. back is to and 


mean 

Harotp: Why not? (Both creep up 
softly to WALLY, and each grabs one of 
WALLY’s arms.) 

Joe (Coaringly): Wally, you and I 
are great friends, aren’t we? 

Wa ty: True blue, old boy, true blue. 

JorL: Then I know you'll do me a 
favor that will just about save my 
life. 

Haroup: Of course he will. 

Watiy (Struggling in 
Now wait a minute 
the sound of this. 

Jort: Wally, you have 
Clarice. 

Wa tty (Horrified): Not on your life. 
What do you think I am? 

Haroutp: True blue, that’s what you 
are. Everybody says so. 

Watiy: Then everybody is off his 
head! (He breaks away from them and 


their grasp): 


I don’t like 


to be Cousin 


goes toward bedroom door right. JOEL 
and Haroun chase him. Jor. tackles 
him as WALLY gets to door. Jor. and 
HAROLD sit on WALLY, whose skirt is 
up, revealing the trousers underneath.) 
Let me up! 

JoEL: Please, Wally. 
much time. You have to get us out 
of this jam. It’ll just be for a little 
while. We’ll pay you for it. 

Way: How? 


We don’t have 


JorL: Vill buy you the biggest steak 
dinner you've ever seen at Me- 
Namara’s Steak House. 


WaALLy (Weakening): Steak? 





Haro.p: Three inches thick. 
Watty: With mushrooms? 
Jor: All the mushrooms you can eat. 
Wa ttiy: And Delmonico potatoes? 
JoEL: A ton of them. 

Watty: You promise on your honor as 
a Stillwater senior? 

Jor: I solemnly promise. (Girls’ voices 
are heard from off-stage. There is a 
knock at the door, followed by a 
pleasant female voice saying, ‘Anyone 
at home?” Joeu and Harowp get up 
quickly. ) 

Haroup: You'll do it then, Wally? 

Watiy: I suppose so. 
might be fun at that — and a steak’s 
a steak. (WALLY is just rising with 
some difficulty from the floor when the 

and CELIA 


(Grinning) It 


center door opens, and 
MARIE appear at center doorway. 
WaALLy catches sight of them and 
rushes out of room through right exit 
as girls come to center.) 

I took the 


liberty of coming in. (She has noted 
WALLy’s swift exit.) 


Ceuta: Is everyone deaf? 


What’s wrong, 
and who was that? 


JoEeL (Uncomfortably): How nice to see 


you, Celia—- and you, too, Marie. 
That — that was Cousin Clarice. 

CELIA (Coming to center with MARIE 
and smiling): Oh, yes. Our chaperon. 
(Frowning) But I thought I saw her 
getting up from the floor 

Marte: So did I. 
pened? 

Haroup (Quickly): She was a little 
overcome at 


Has anything hap- 


seeing Joel after so 
many years. 

Jor: Y-yes, she felt somewhat faint. 

Marie (Teasingly): My, what an 
effect you have on the ladies! 

Ceiia (Going toward bedroom door): 


Poor old thing. Perhaps I had better 
see if she is all right. 

Jor (Blocking her way): No, no — 
please don’t. She’ll be fine — and, 
besides, she’s a bit shy with strangers. 

Haro.p: Yes, she’s a regular shrinking 
violet. 

JoEL (Changing subject): Oh, before I 
forget, Celia, you know Harold, of 
course. 

Ceti: Of course. 

Joret: And Marie, this is Harold Rob- 
bins. Miss Sadler — Mr. Robbins. 
Harowup (Holding out his hand): How 
do you do, Miss Sadler. (They shake 
hands, and Haroup looks at her ap- 
preciatively.) I can see that all Joel 

has said about you is true. 

Cexta (Teasingly): Aha! Joel Baxter, 
what have you been saying about 
other girls? 

Haroup: Only that Miss Sadler is 
pretty and charming. 

Marie (Dropping a little curtsey): Oh, 
thank you, Joel. And thank you, 
Mr. Robbins. 

JoEL: Why don’t you girls sit down? 
(CELIA and MARIE go to sofa where 
they sit.) 

Crex1a: How pleasant your rooms are, 
Joel. 

JoEL: Oh, thank you. 
anxiously toward bedroom.) 
I had better look in on 
Clarice. 

Cea: Yes, do. And be sure to call me 
if I can help in any way. (JOEL goes 
to bedroom door and knocks.) 

JorL: Are you feeling better, Cousin 
Clarice? (Very loudly) I have told 
the girls about your brief fainting 
spell! (The door opens, and WALLY 
appears in the doorway. He speaks 


(He looks 
I think 
Cousin 





in high-pitched voice while playing 
role of CLARICE.) 

Wa tty: Thank you, Joel, dear — I am 
feeling quite fit now. 

JoEL: I’m glad to hear it. Let me help 
you to a chair. 

Watiy: You 
thoughtful! 

CeLia (Coming to them): Let me help, 

(She and Jorn take WALLY by 
each arm and guide him to chair at 
left of table.) 

Watiy: You Celia. My, 


what a pretty creature you are. I 


dear boy, you’re so 


too. 


must be 


don’t blame dear Joel for his warm 
feelings toward you. 
Ceia: Thank you, Miss 
WALLy: Call me Cousin Clarice. 
Cera: I Thank 
Clarice. (WALLY sits down.) 
Watty: Both of 
helpful. (To 
closer, my dear. I should like to give 
kiss. (CELIA 


who 


will. you, Cousin 


you have been sO 


Critra) Come _ here 
affectionate 
WALLY, 
solidly on the check.) 


sweet girl. 


you an 
her 


comes to kisses 

You’re a dear, 

JOEL, standing behind 
WALLY, gives him a poke in the 
shoulder and looks exasperated.) Ouch, 
stupe! 

Marre: What was that about stupe? 

Joe (Hurriedly): Not stupe 


Cousin Clarice is very fond of ox- 


soup. 

tail soup. I promised I’d see that 
she gets some for dinner tonight. 

Watty (Looking toward Marte): And 
who js this dear child? 

Joet: Oh, I’m sorry. 
hadn’t met Marie. 
Cousin Clarice. 


I forgot you 
Marie Sadler 


Wat ty: I’m delighted to meet you, 
my child. My, how pretty the young 


girls are nowadays. Come here, my 


dear —and let me look at you. 
(MARIE rises and comes to WALLY.) 
Mmm — a lovely peaches and cream 
complexion. I should like to give 
you an affectionate kiss. (He does so.) 

Haro.p: Say, what is this! 

Ceita: Don’t be rude, Mr. Robbins. 
I think Cousin Clarice is just as 
sweet as sugar. 

Watty: Thank you, my dear. (He 
rises and hugs CELIA. JOEL again 
pokes him.) And you, too, my dear. 
He hugs Marte also.) Ah, youth, 
youth! (Cena and Marie each kiss 
him on the cheek.) 

JoreL (Trying to break this up): Why 
don’t we walk for a while in the 
garden? It’s such a lovely day. 

Marik: A good idea. The air is like 
wine 

Haroitp (Coming to her and offering 
his arm): Shall we? 

Marte: Of course, Mr. Robbins. We'll 
see you anon, Cousin Clarice. 

Watty: I shall count the moments, my 
dear. (He pinches her cheek playfully 
before she and HAROLD exit center.) 

JOEL 
ously pinching it): Why don’t you 


(Taking WALLY’s arm and obvi- 


just rest here for a few moments, 
Cousin Clarice? 

Wa ty: I’m not at all tired. (JoEL in- 

creases the pressure Ouch. All 
right. All right! 

Jorn (Quickly): Cousin Clarice some- 
times overestimates her strength. 
Ladies at her age should nap a little 
in the afternoon. 

Crita: Yes, Cousin Clarice, you Just 
sit here and rest. (She helps WALLY 

Let me make you com- 


(She straightens WALLY’s 


into chair. 
fortable. 


shawl.) Now, isn’t that nice? 





Wauty (Taking her hand): You’re so 
good to a bothersome old lady. 

Cex1a: You’re not bothersome at all. 
You’re sweet. (She again 
WaLiy’s cheek, and WALLY 
her.) Coming, Joel? 


kisses 


hugs 


JoeL: You go ahead, Celia. I'll join 
you in a moment. We’ll probably 
have a bite to eat when we come in, 
and I’d like to make sure that things 
are in order. 

Cexia: Very well. Don’t be long. 
goes to center door.) 

JoEL: I won’t be. 

WaLiy (Jn 


dream! 


(She 


(CELIA exits. ) 
natural voice): She’s a 
Look here, | 


you’re doing me a favor and all that, 


JoEL (Angrily): know 
but is it absolutely necessary for you 
to kiss and hug the girls incessantly? 

Wa.Ly: Control yourself, old boy! I’m 
just playing my part. 

Joni: And to the hilt. I 
anyone so enjoy a role in all my life. 


never saw 
And please be careful. 
know it, 
picious. 


Before you 
the girls will become sus- 


Wa ty: Then stop smacking me when 
My 
be black 


I’m only doing my duty. 
shoulders and arms must 
and blue. 

Joe: And that 
Bigelow probably will be dropping 
in. For heaven’s sake, behave like a 
lady if he does. 

Wary: Old Snoopy himself? Does he 
know I’m here? 


don’t forget Dean 


Jogi: He knows my Cousin Clarice is 
supposed to be here. He asked all 
When 


I told him she was wealthy and un- 


sorts of questions about her. 


married, his eyes lit up like a comet. 
I also told him she had a violent 


temper, but that didn’t seem to 
bother him. 

Watty: Cousin Clarice has a violent 
temper? 

and chil- 
dren quail when she cuts loose. 

WaALLy: Mmm. Very interesting. 


JoEL: Now don’t go getting any lunatic 


JorL: Strong men shudder 


ideas. 
Wa.ty: Have no fear, my boy. Have 
no fear. (/1¢ 


bedroom.) I think I’ll have a cigar to 


rises and moves toward 

give me strength, (JoEL grabs him 
and pushes him back into the chair.) 

JoreL: Leave the cigars alone! If any- 
one smells them on your breath, 
we’re done for! 

WaL.Ly: Well, if you want to deprive a 
sweet old lady of the simple pleasures 
of life 

JoEL: Just sit there and be calm. I’ve 

other business to attend to. 


Wauiy: And too. I 


wouldn’t mind being in your shoes 


nice business, 


myself. Though why Celia should 
want to throw away her life on you, 
I’ll never know. 

JoEL: Don’t let it bother you. 
try to act like a lady. 

WaLLy (Jn falsetto) : Goodbye, dear 


cousin. (JOEL goes to center door.) 


Just 


JorL: Remember now behave! 
WALLY 
sofa, and lies down with his knees in 
the air. He begins to sing raucously 
“Drink to Me Only with Thine Eyes.” 


There is a sudden knock at center door. 


(JoEL exits. rises, goes to 


WALLY jumps up, straightens his 
skirt, and sits in a ladylike position 
on the sofa. 

WALLY (Sweetly, 


Come in. 


in falsetto again): 
DrAN HARRISON BIGELOW 


enters. ) 





DEAN 


Way (Rather ferociously): If you're 


I trust I am not intruding. 


a burglar, I’ll tear you apart. 

Dean (Somewhat taken aback): I am 
Dean Harrison Bigelow of Stillwater 
College. 

Wa.ty: Oh, I beg your pardon, Dean. 
You look just like a pickpocket I 
once saw. 

Dean (Coughing): Er ves. Where 
are the young people? 

Watty: They are in the garden. The 
day is so lov ely. 

Dean: How true! 
holds out his hand 


Baxter’s cousin. 


Comes to sofa and 
You must be Mr. 
WaAL.y grips the 
and he winces.) 
Wa ty: Yes, I am Cousin Clarice 
Drawn: May I sit down? 
WALLY: Go right ahead, 
sits Jort has spoken so much 
about You 
quite a hero to all the boys 


DEAN’S hand, 


Dean. (DEAN 


you. (Coquettishly are 

They 
admire you so 

Dean (Swelling): Do they, indeed? 

Way (Pulls lace handi erchief out of 
skirt pocket, gestures coquettishly with 

: Oh, yes 


it as he speaks Joel was 


just remarking, “Now if only Dean 
Bigelow would come, our day would 
be complete.”’ 

Dean: A splendid fellow, young Joel 
splendid! 

Wariy (Still handkerchtef) : 
And his roommate, young Wallace 
Pearson 


waving 


what an appealing young 
man! So kind, so witty, so genuinely 
helpful! 


Dean (Dubiously): Wallace Pearson? 


Watiy (With an ecstatic wave of the 
handkerchief): Yes, and such a gentle- 


man! 


I admire true gentlemen with 


all my heart. (Unknowingly drops 
handkerchief ) 

Dean (Noticing handkerchief on floor, 
dropping to his hands and knees to 
pick it up): Ah, then let me be a 
gentleman, my dear lady. 

WaLiy (Eyes closed, hands clasped, 
continues extravagant praise, oblivi- 
ous of Dean): His thoughtfulness 
has warmed my heart —he has a 

soul, that boy. You can see it in his 

eyes. (WALLY rises to his feet in his 
enthusiasm and unknowingly steps on 

Dean’s hand, 

toward handkerchief. 


extended 
DEAN 
visibly and tries to extricate hand 
without attracting W ALLY’s attention.) 


which is 


winces 


His eyes are luminous with the true 
generosity of his spirit, the goodness 
of his heart, the quickness of his 
still on and 
knees, tugs unsuccessfully to free his 
Not just native 
ability, you understand, but zealous 


mind. (DEAN, hands 


hand, grimacing.) 

industry as well. The devil may 
find work for idle hands, but not for 
the hands of young Wallace Pearson. 
(DEAN struggles desperately. Finally, 
with and deference, he 
plucks at hem of WAuuy’s skirt.) 

DEAN (Pleadingly): Ah, Madam 

Wauiy (Still The  pro- 
fundity of his observations, the lilt 
and sparkle of his words. . . (DEAN, 
with enormous effort, finally reaches 
the handkerchief with his free hand, 
holds it up.) 

Dean: Madam! 

Watty: Yes, Dean? 

Dean (Exhausted, holds up handker- 
chief): Your handkerchief, Madam. 
(Watty takes handkerchief, releases 
Dean’s hand, still unaware that he 


hesitation 


oblivious): 





has ever stepped on it. DEAN rises to 
his feet, much relieved, nursing hand.) 

Watiy: Why, thank you, Dean. You 
are indeed a true gentleman. (DEAN 
looks aside bashfully.) And I am con- 
sidered an expert judge of character, 
even though I did mistake you for a 
pickpocket when you first entered. 
(Giggles coquettishly) Since then, of 
course, I have revised my original 
estimate of you. Now I can sense 
the integrity and appeal of your 
personality. 

DEAN (Eagerly): You can? 

Watty: It is as though the sunlight 
had streamed into the room. 

Dean: Bless my soul. 
astute, indeed. (Moving closer to 
Way) And I might say that I, too, 
from the moment 


You are very 


I entered, have 
been most favorably impressed. 

Watiy (Slapping at him playfully): 
Oh, Dean! 

Dean: Most impressed. I sensed that 
you, too, are a woman of character. 
WALLY (Again slapping at him): You 

naughty man! 


Dern: Joel tells me you come originally 
from Boston. 

WALLy: Yes, the land of the bean and 
the home of the cod. 

Dean: And of charming ladies, if I 
may say so. 

WALLY (Coquettishly): You may. 


Dean: You have been 
Europe? 

Watiy: Yes, but I had to return. | 
have vast properties to look after in 
Boston. 

DEAN (Coming still closer): Vast prop- 


erties? 


living in 


WaLLy (Swinging out his arms and 
hitting the DEAN on the chest): This 


rast! Oh, excuse me. I have a 
dreadful habit of talking with my 
hands. 

Dan (Coughing violently): That is 
quite all right. (Rising) May I ask 
a bold question? 

WaLLy (Demurely): Oh, sir, if it is not 
too bold. 

Dean: Would you do me the honor of 
walking in the garden with me? 

Watiy: Why, yes. That would be 
nice. (WALLY rises, the DEAN takes 
his arm, and they exit center. WALLY 
kicks his skirt awkwardly just as they 
exit. After a moment or two, JOEL 
and CELIA enter at center.) 

Jor.: Alone at last. 

Ceuta: Yes, the garden is becoming 
quite crowded. Who is that pompous 
little man who seems to have taken 
such a faney to Cousin Clarice? 

But let’s 

(Nervously) 


Joret: That’s Dean Bigelow. 
talk him. 
Y-y-know, Celia, there has been 


not about 
something of great importance on 
my mind. 

CELIA: Some college matter, I suppose. 
I imagine you must be studying 
very hard. 

JoreL: N-no. I mean y-yes. 
been studying hard. 
what I mean. 

Cena: | 
about 


I have 

But that’s not 

hope you’re not worried 

the (Going to 
serving table) They look most edible. 

JoreL: Hang the sandwiches! 

Cevia: Way, Joel! 

JoEL: I’m 
sound sharp. 


sandwiches. 


sorry. I didn’t mean to 

Ceiia: I’m beginning to believe you 
really are worried about something. 
(She walks back toward center, and 
JOEL follows her.) 





Jor: I am worried, but it’s a sort of 
pleasant worry. 

Ceita: Goodness, that sounds contra- 
dictory. 

Jort: Oh, gosh, Celia, I’m not very 
good at pretty speeches, and a pretty 
speech is what I need right now. (He 
goes down on ome knee “a C-( elia, ] 
(Suddenly blurting it out) I have the 
honor of asking — of asking for your 
hand in marriage. (Just as he con- 
cludes his speech, WALLY rushes in at 
center, closely pursued by the DEAN. 
WAaLLy knocks JOEL over.) 

WaALLy: (The 
catches up to WALLY, who 
him playfully across the chest. 


naughty man! (The 


Oops! Sorry! DEAN 
strikes 

You 
giggles 
rushes 


DEAN 
like a schoolgirl, and WALLY 
out center, the DEAN still p 


him 
JOEI 


irsuing 


Getting up): Darn it! What a 


time for a relay race! 
Ceiia (Smiling): The 
Joel. 


JOEI 


answer Is yes, 
Delighted : Yes! 
Ceuta: Oui, ja, yes — whatever lan- 
guage suits you 

Embracing h Oh, Celia. 
(Marte and Haroun enter at center.) 
Now, 


decorum. 


JOEL 


HAROLD: let’s observe 


now 


Marte: How romantic! 


Haroup: You're Dean Bigelow’s equal 


He and Cousin 
Clarice are playing hide-and-seek in 
the garden. 

You’re looki 


man in the world. 


as a ladies’ man. 


JOEL: at the happiest 

Celia has con- 
sented to become my wife 

Marie (Embracing Ceuta): Oh, Celia, 
how wonderful! 


Harowup (Shaking Jor.’s hand): Con- 
gratulations, Joel. 

Joreu: Thank you. I’m a lucky fellow. 
(Looking suddenly worried) I’m 
afraid, though, we had better rescue 
Cousin Clarice from Dean Bigelow’s 
clutches. I had no idea the old boy 
had so much life in him. 

Haroitp: An excellent ide: one 
should always come to the aid of a 
damsel in distress. 

Ce.ia: You boys go out; Marie and I 
will follow in a moment. 

Joe: Right. man’s work. 

Haroup: And we’ll have some refresh- 
ment after the rescue. (He and Jor. 
exit quickly.) 

Marie: Hasn’t it 
afternoon 


This is 


been a wonderful 

especially for you? 

Ceuta: Marvelous. But, Marie, does 
something strike you as_ peculiar 
around here? 

Marte: Peculiar? 

Ceti: I’m referring to Cousin Clarice. 
Did you note a smell of tobacco on 
her breath? 

Marie: Why, yes, I did. 

Cet: And don’t you note the way she 
walks? walk like a 
woman. And, Marie, I’m almost 
positive that I caught a glimpse of 
trousers under her skirt 


She doesn’t 


when she 
was meandering through the garden. 

Marte: So did I. But I didn’t want to 
say anything about it. 

Ceuta: In short, I have a suspicion 
Cousin Clarice is a man. 

Marie: Heavens! 

Ceuta (Quickly): But I’m sure there’s 
some good reason for the masquer- 
ade. After all, I trust Joel implicitly. 
I know he is absolutely incapable of 
a mean or underhanded action. 





Marte: Of course. 

Ceti: But to say that my womanly 
curiosity is aroused is almost an 
understatement. Let’s do a bit of 
investigating. 

Marte: Let’s. It ought to be fun. (They 
exit center. 
moment. 


The stage is empty for a 
Then there is a knock at the 
The 


Cousin CLARICE enters. 


door. door then opens, and 
She looks 
around and comes to center.) 
Criarice: Is anybody about? (She goes 
to bedroom door and looks in.) Joel? 
Well, since the dear boy didn’t ex- 
pect me, I suppose he’s out. At 
least I can make myself comfortable 
until his return. (She selects a maga- 
zine from table at center, goes to sofa, 
begins to browse 
WALLY suddenly 


rushes through center door, with DEAN 


sits down, and 


through magazine. 


BIGELOW in pursuit.) 

Watty: Really, Dean, you are a very 
naughty man! 

Dean: Ah, Clarice, you are enough to 
drive a man out of his wits! Come, 
my dear. 

CLARICE (Coughing): Ahem! 

Dean: Oh, I beg your pardon, madam. 

CLARIcE: You ought to. Fine goings 
on in the room of a college dormitory. 

Watty: The Dean is so impetuous. 

the 

acquaintance, 


Dean: I don’t believe I have 


pleasure of your 


madam. 


Crarice (70 Watty): Did you say 
Dean? 


Watty: I did. 

CLarice (Rising from sofa): Then you 
must be Dean Bigelow. I am Joel 

Baxter’s Cousin Clarice. 


Drawn: You’re what! 


CuaricE: Really, Dean Bigelow, are 
you accustomed to addressing the 
gentle sex in that raucous tone? I 
find it most ungentlemanly. (WALLY 
has begun to edge toward bedroom 
door.) 

Dean: I beg your pardon, but I find 
this most bewildering. If you are 
Joel’s Cousin Clarice, who is this? 
(He turns to where WALLY has been 
standing, notes WALLY is no longer 
there, and then sees WALLY making 
for the bedroom.) Stop! An ex- 
planation is in order. (He rushes 
after WALLY and grabs WALLY’s arm 
just as WALLY reaches doorway.) 

Watty: Ouch! 

CLARICE: Sir, unhand that woman! 

Dean (To Watty): Who are you? 
(JopL, CeLia, HAroip, and MARIE 
enter at center. Jo‘., catching sight of 
Cousin CLARICcE, stops dead in his 
tracks. His mouth drops open.) 

WaLty (Seeing them): You fellows got 
me into this 
out of it! 

Criarice: Joel, dear. (She comes to him 

How 
nice to see you after all these years. 

Jor: C-cousin Clarice. 

Haro.p: Help! 

Criarice: I found after I sent the tele- 
gram that I could come after all. I 


mess now get me 


and kisses him on the cheek.) 


was able to clear up my business 
more rapidly than I anticipated 
so I thought I would come to Still- 
water anyway and surprise you. 

JoeL: You did! 

Cuiarice: But I seem to have intruded 
on some strange happenings. I 
found Dean Bigelow here in close 
pursuit of the strange woman stand- 
ing yonder. 





Wa tty: I’m not strange, and I’m not 
a woman. 

Dean: Aha! So the truth will out! 
(He grabs WALLY’s wig and pulls tt 
off.) So— Wallace Pearson! Your 
days at Stillwater are numbered! 

Watty: Let me explain, Dean 
me explain. 

Dean (To Jorn): 
Baxter, the 
horrendous deception. 


let 


You realize, Mr. 

of this 
You are 
familiar, of course, with the rules 
governing the conduct of the gentle- 
man students of Stillwater College. 
(To Marie and Ce.ta) In the name 
of the college, I wish to apologize to 
you young ladies for the fraud that 
has been perpetrated upon you. 


consequences 


We 


have known for some time now that 


Cexta: No apology is necessary. 


Wally was not Cousin Clarice. 
Marte: Of course we have. 
Dean: That does not speak well for 
your sense of decorum. Knowing 
the truth, you persisted in staying 
on — against college regulations. 
Ceia (Spiritedly): Yes, we did. 
knew 


We 

no harm was intended and 
that my fiance must have had good 
reason for what he did. 

Dean: Hmmph. 


Well, let me tell you, your prospec- 


Your fiance, indeed! 


tive husband will marry you minus 
a degree from Stillwater College. 
We must preserve decorum. 

CLARICE (Acidly): Now, see here, Dean 
Bigelow, it strikes me that your own 
conduct, as I witnessed it not five 
minutes ago in this room, is scarcely 
a model of propriety. 

Watty: You tell him, Cousin. I’ve 
probably weakened my heart run- 
ning away from him all afternoon. 
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Dean: It is not my conduct that is in 
question. It is that of your nephew 
and his iniquitous roommate. 

CLARICE (Sweetly): Do you happen to 
know Dudley Murgatroyd? 

Dean: Of course — he is the chairman 
of the Board of Trustees of Still- 
water College. 

CLaARICcE: He is also one of my most 
intimate friends. I have a suspicion 
that if I told him of your carryings-on 
here this afternoon, Stillwater Col- 
lege might be looking for a new dean. 

Dean (Startled): Let us not be hasty. 

CiaricE: Exactly what I advise. I 
feel that this entire situation here to- 
day is really my fault. What Joel 
has done is really quite innocent, 
anyway — after all, no harm has 
come of it. And do not forget that 
he actually has broken no rule, any- 
way, since I am now here and I am 
quite capable of serving as chaperon. 

JoEL: Believe me, Dean, I meant no 
harm at all; I merely wanted the op- 
portunity to ask Celia to become my 
wife. 

CLARICE: So, under the circumstances, 
I do not think, Dean Bigelow, that 
you will take any disciplinary action 
against either Joel or Wally. (Firmly) 
What do you think? 

Dean: I— I 

Crarice: And I know Dudley Murga- 
troyd would agree. 

DEAN (Quickly): I 
right. 

CuiariceE: Splendid. 

Dran: And I shall now take my leave. 
(He glares at Wauiy and then at 

all. (Ie exits.) 


sir. 


I think you are 


Jort.) Good day 
Wa ty: Good day 





Joe. (Hugging Cuarice): Cousin 
Clarice, you’re wonderful. 

Ce tia (Kissing her): You’re marvelous! 

Wa tty: And I’m tired! 

Haro.p: Why don’t we have a bite to 
eat now. There are sandwiches — 
and, Wally, fetch the lemonade. 
(WALLY exits right.) 

Marte: This has been the most inter- 
esting afternoon of my life — to say 
the least. 

JoreL: And the happiest of mine. 
(Squeezes CELIA’s hand) 

Haroup: There’s nothing like a quiet 
afternoon at Stillwater College to 
calm the nerves and ease the mind. 

Ceuia: And I think Wally was wonder- 
ful to do what he did for a friend. 
(WALLY enters with large pitcher of 
lemonade. ) 

Wa tty: True blue, that’s what I am! 

Joreu: I'll get the glasses. (He ezits 
right.) 

Ceuta (Kissing Watty): Thank you 
for your great courage. 

Marie (Also kissing him): And your 
wonderful loyalty. 

CuLARIcE (Also kissing him): And your 
gallant impersonation. (JOEL enters 
uith tray of glasses.) 

Wauty (70 JorL): The best part of 
being Cousin Clarice is the marks of 
gratitude that follow. 

JoeL: Pour for all, Wally. (WaALLy 
fills the glasses, and each takes one. 
WALLY sets pitcher on serving table.) 

Haroip: I now propose two toasts. 
First, to the newly affianced couple. 
(All drink, except JoEL and CELIA, 
who smile happily.) And second, to 


Cousin Clarice —in fact, to both 
Cousins Clarice, without whom Still- 
water would be minus a couple of 
students. 

CLARICE: That is sweet of you. 

WaLLy: You touch me, old man. 

Harotp (Raising glass): To 
Clarices. (All drink.) 

Joru: And on this, the happiest day of 
my life, may I venture a fond wish — 
I hope that never again will I have 
to endure the anguish of watching a 
muscular male masquerade as a 
woman. 

Haro.p: Amen to that. 

Cuarice: And now, let’s have the quiet 
afternoon we planned. (The center 
door suddenly bursts open, and in 
flock five young men dressed in female 
costume. One is disguised as a 
ballerina, two are dressed in flowing 
Grecian robes, the other two in con- 


both 


ventional women’s attire.) 

Ist StupentT: Hi, Wally. Say, you 
look great. We thought we’d come 
over before the masquerade so that 
we could rehearse our number. 

Watty: Hey, that’s a great idea! 

Joet: Ye gods! (WALLY and his five 


friends line up in a row at center and 


begin a chorus-line dance, singing “In 
the Good Old Summertime.” The 
dance becomes wilder and wilder, the 
singing becomes more and more rau- 
cous and less tuneful as the others 
clasp their hands over their ears, and 
the curtain falls.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 14) 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Face Is FaMILiar 
(Play on pages 1-13) 


Characters: 9 male; 3 female; male extras for 


students, if desired. 
Playing Time: 30 minutes. 


Costumes: Joel, Harold, and Wally wear the 
typical male attire of the nineties: striped 
blazers, straw hats, etc. Wally puts on long 
black skirt, wig, shirtwaist and shawl. 
Celia and Marie wear long pastel gowns, 
bonnets, and carry parasols. Dean Bigelow 
wears a dark suit, vest, stiff collar and old- 
fashioned tie. Cousin Clarice wears a long 
skirt, shirtwaist, shawl and bonnet; her 
clothes should not be of the same colors 
as Wally’s masquerade costume. She car- 
ries a large dark umbrella. The Stillwater 
students enter dressed in female attire; one 
is dressed as a ballerina, two wear flowing 
Grecian robes, the other two may wear 
costumes similar to Wally’s. 


Properties: A tray of sandwiches, pitcher of 
lemonade, 6 glasses, telegram, box for 
Wally’s costume, handkerchief. 


Setting: The study of Joel Baxter’s dormitory 
rooms at Stillwater College. There are two 
exits: The exit. at upstage center leads out 
to the garden; the exit at right leads to the 
bedroom of the suite. At center is a table 
on which are books, magazines, and a news- 
paper. At left and right of this table are 
chairs. At downstage right is a desk with 
chair and beside it is a small serving table 
which holds a tray of sandwiches. At down- 
stage left is a shabby but comfortable sofa 
To the right of the center exit is a fireplace, 
with a colorful banner above it, reading: 
“Stillwater College.”’ To the left of center 
doorway is an amply stocked bookcase. On 
other walls, there may be pennants of other 
well-known colleges. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


Ne) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue SEA PEOPLE 
(Play on pages 75-78) 


Characters: 5 male; 3 female; at least 12 male 
and female extras. 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Jenny and Tommy wear everyday 
summer clothes. The Sea Princess is 
dressed in a long white dress with a train 
made of a fisherman’s net. She wears a 
sea shell coronet. The other characters 
are dressed in costumes suggesting the sea 
creatures they represent. 


Properties: Several large shells; two 
wreaths of seaweed; wagon large enough 
for the Sea Princess to sit in, draped with 
material suggesting sea weed; conch shells, 
pencils, notebooks, and necklace in a 
plastic box. 


sea 


Setting: The scene played before the curtain 
represents the shore. There is a large rock 
on stage to the left. This rock remains 
on the stage when the curtain opens. The 
setting for the play is under the sea. If 
desired, a backdrop suggesting an undersea 

may be used. A large rock to the 

right is the Princess’ throne. 


scene 


Lighting: No special effects 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


STANISLAW AND THE WOLF 
(Play on pages ‘9-84 


Characters: 6 male, 3 female. 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Stanislaw has white hair and beard. 
He wears animal skins. The little boy, old 
woman, and blacksmith are appropriately 
dressed. The blacksmith wears a_ black 
apron. The animals may wear simple or 
elaborate costumes, as desired. 


Properties: Earthen bowl and flat stone, for 
Stanislaw; books strapped together, for 
Roddey; market basket, for Bertha; large 
club, for Walter (this should be made of 
cardboard, so that it can be swung freely 
and with a great deal of noise); large white 
napkin, for Adolph. 


Setting: A clearing in the woods, in front of the 
hut of St. Stanislaw. Upstage center is the 
outline of the hut, with a door leading off- 
stage rear. Surrounding the hut are trees 
and bushes. A large club is hidden in the 
bushes. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





I Want to Report A Murder 


by John Murray 


Characters 
Hattre BARNES 
LEoTA BARNES, her sister 
Mary, the Barnes’ niece 
Barry Morton 
Rop DANVERS 
Mr. GREGORY 
KATIE, a maid 
LIEUTENANT FLETCHER 

TimE: The present. Late afternoon. 

Settine: The living room in the Barnes’ 
home. 

At Rise: Stage is deserted. Presently, 
Leota Barnes, an elderly spinster, 
enters hurriedly at center. She looks 
right and left, making certain that she 
ts unobserved. She crosses stage to 

left entrance and looks through the 

Then, she quickly walks 

She 


opening. 

over to telephone table. raises 
phone and dials a number. 

Leora (At phone): Hello. Police head- 
quarters? I-—I want you to help 
me. (Pause) Of course, I want a 
policeman. Why do you think I 
called? (Pause) How should I know 
what policeman? Any policeman! 

(Quietly) I want to report a murder! 

(Pause) Homicide department? 

Yes, yes. Let me speak to him! 

(Pause) Hello. Lieutenant Iletcher? 

(Pause) Yes, that’s right. A murder! 

(Pause) How should I know who’s 

been murdered? been 

killed — isn’t that enough? (HATTIE 

BARNES, another spinster, enters cen- 


Someone’s 


ter. She listens to her sister’s con- 


Leora clucks her dis- 
teally, Lieutenant! This 
is most exasperating! My name is 
Leota Barnes and I live with my 
sister, Hattie. (Pause) Yes, the big, 
Well, 


was 


versation. 
approval.) 


gray house on Maple Street. 

we have several boarders — it 
necessary after father’s death — 
and something very strange 
happened. (Pause) Oh, Lieutenant! 
Of course, I’m going to tell you about 
the murder! (Harrie shakes her 
head, walks downstage quickly, takes 


has 


phone from Leota and replaces it on 
cradle. 
quilt.) 
Harrie: Really, Leota! I’m surprised 
at you. 
Leora (Defiantly): I don’t care! I told 


Leora turns with a sense of 


you that I was going to call the 


police. 

Hattie: You’re making a fool of your- 
self. 

Leora: I know what I’m doing. You 
can’t stop me, Hattie. You’re my 
own sister, and I’m acting in your 
best interests. 

Hattie: My best Good 
heavens, you'll drive the boarders 
out of my house. 

Leora (Correcting): Our house. 

Hattie (Patiently): Our house, then. 
What are you trying to do? 

Leora: It’s about Mr. Gregory, and 
you know it. 

Harrie: Mr. Gregory is a fine old 
gentleman. His references were per- 


interests? 





fect. If he prefers to keep to himself, 
well, that’s his business. 

Leora: Oh, Hattie! How can you say 
that? You know that he’s very 
strange. 

Hatrie: You'll be the death of 
(Walks to sofa down right and sits 

q iickly.) 


Mr. Gregory will be the death 


me! 
down. LEOTA follou s 
Leora: 
of us! Sitting in that room upstairs, 
and talking to himself all the time. 
And what about that black valise he 
carried the first day? 
Harrie: It was his 
Leora: It was not 
Hatrif£: Well, it 
small to hide a body. 
Leora (Reflecting): That’s true. (Sud- 
But if the body weren’t all 
you know what I mean. 
Hatrie: You’ve been reading 


uitcase, dear. 
a suite ise! 


was certainly too 


ce nly) 

together 
those 
dreadful detective magazines again. 
Mr. 


Gregory is a very quiet man. He 


Look, Ill explain it to you. 


doesn’t like to socialize with us. He’s 
not like that young Barry Morton. 
Leora: Barry may be all right, but 
he’s entirely too attentive to Mary. 
Harrie: He’s kind to her, and that’s 
the important thing. I’m glad that 


she has someone young to occupy 


her time. (Suddenly) But this isn’t 

[ wish you'd 
leave Mr. Gregory alone 

Leora: I don’t trust hin 

Hattie: That’s 
persecute him. 


getting us anywhere 


still mn reason to 


\ 
NOW, 


why were you 


calling the police? (Seoffing) Mur- 
der, indeed! 

Leora (Tearfully): That’s right. Make 
fun of (Dabs at eyes with 
handkerchief) Well, I have the proof 


this time. I know that Mr. Gregory 


me. 


murdered and I’m 
going to prove it! (Walks to left 
entrance. Calls) Katie! Katie! 
Will you come here a minute, please? 
(Returns) Katie will tell you all 
about it. Then, maybe you'll be- 
lieve me! (KATIE, a timid, middle- 
aged woman, enters left.) 

Katie: You called me, Miss Leota? 

Leora: Yes, Katie. (Smugly) There’s 


has someone 


still some doubt in my sister’s mind 
about Mr. Gregory. I wish you’d 
tell us what you saw in his room. 

Katie (Frightened): Oh, Miss Leota! 
You promised that you wouldn’t 
mention it. 

Leora: It’s all right. No one’s going to 
harm you. 

Harrie (Jmpatiently): Tell me what 
you saw! 

Katie (Slowly): Miss Hattie, you told 
me never to clean Mr. Gregory’s 
room while he was up there. 

Harrie: That’s right. 

Katie (Nodding): I know, I know. 
Faith, I didn’t want to go near that 
room. I thought he was out this 
morning, so up I went with my 
dust bin and mop. 

Harrie: Yes? 

Katie: I walked right in. And then - 
and then — (Her voice breaks. She 
quickly collects herself and continues.) 
He was sitting there, Miss Hattie, 

like 


Right on the edge of the 


fearsome and _ terrible, some 
monster. 
bed. 
at me to leave. 

Hattie: That’s hardly any reason to 
brand the man a murderer. 

Katie: It wasn’t that! When I en- 
tered, there was something on the 


bed. He covered it quickly, but I 


He glared at me and shouted 





could see—I could see- 
face with apron and sobs) 

Leora (Jo Hartre): You frightened 
her. 

Harrie (Emphatically): What did you 
see, Katie? 

Katie: There was something like a 
body on the bed. Oh, he tried to 
cover it with the sheet — but I saw 
a body! 

Hattie: Nonsense! 

Katie: It isn’t nonsense, Miss Hattie. 
Something dangled from beneath the 
bedsheet. 
dreadful! 
one’s arm! 

Harrie: An - 

Katie: Yes, yes, an arm! Oh, it was 
terrible! I slammed the door and 
ran down into the kitchen. I didn’t 
know what to do. Then I met Miss 
Leota. She knew I was upset and 
she made me tell. She made me tell! 

Harrie: I can’t believe it! It must be 
your imagination. How could there 
be a body here in my boarding 
house? 

Lreota: You're a fool, Hattie. 
knows what she saw. 

Hattie: But it must have been some- 
thing else. How could Mr. Gregory 
have a body in his room? 

Leota (Significantly): The black suit- 
case! 

Hattie: But these things happen only 
in lurid mystery stories. Why would 
he have a body? I can’t believe it! 

Leota: Those are the facts. 

Hattie: Fiddlesticks! There hasn’t 
been a murder Centerville in 
thirty-five years. Why, the only 
thing that’s happened recently is the 
jewelry robbery at the Updyke 


- (Covers 


Something white and 
(Loudly) It was some- 


an arm? 


Katie 


in 


17 


place. (Shakes her head) No, Katie! 
I won’t believe it! 

Leora: Then you refuse to do any- 
thing about it? 

Hattie: What can I do? Shall I call 
Mr. Gregory and say, “I beg your 
pardon, but is there a corpse in your 
room?” Leota, it’s ridiculous! 

Leota (Firmly): The police will do 
something about it! 

Hattie: I won’t let you call the police. 
I don’t know what I was thinking 
about — listening to Katie’s fan- 
tastic story. Thank goodness, there’s 
one level-headed in this 
house! 

Leota: You don’t My 
own sister! Oh, what am I going to 
do? I’m 
frightened! determined 
features soften as she joins her. She 
puts a comforting arm around her 


person 
believe me! 


(Szts deve cledly on sofa ) 
(HATTIE’s 


shoulders. ) 

Hattie: There, there, dear. Every- 
thing’s going to be all right. (Brightly) 
I’ll tell you what! (Leora looks up.) 
Mr. Gregory is out now, but he 
should be back soon. I'll question 
him about — everything! 

Katré (Fearfully): No, no, Miss Hat- 
tie! Don’t tell him what I saw. 
We'll all be murdered in our beds! 

Hattie: Nonsense! There must be an 
explanation. (Slowly) There has to 


be an explanation. (Quickly) Katie, 


get the tea things ready. Miss 
Mary and Mr. Barry will be back 
shortly. 
Katie: Yes, ma’am. (zits le 
Leora: Maybe Katie’s right. If we 


ma ft) 


confront Mr. Gregory, there’s no 
telling what he’ll do. 
Hattie (Determined): I don’t want to 





hear another thing about it. It’s the 
only way — and you'll feel terribly 
foolish after it’s all been explained. 
(Mary and Barry, a pleasant-look- 
ing young couple, enter center. They 
take off their coats and place them on a 
near the HATTIE, 
thetr 


reprimanding finger at Leora.) 


chair aoor. un- 
shake a 


All 


Leota, I’m 


aware of presence, 
this murder nonsense! 
terribly surprised at you! 

Mary (Quickly What’s all this talk 
about murder, Aunt Hattie? (Walks 
dounstage and hugs HATTIE) 

It’s nothing, Mary. Your 


Aunv Leota’s been reading too many 


HATTIF: 


trashy detective stories again. 
Barry: Murder? 
il you 


Sounds pretty omi- 
nous, ask me. 
Harrie: 


Barry: I’m always fine when I’m with 


How are you today, Barry? 


your beautiful niece. (Leora pouts 
But I'd 


murder 


ves at sofa. 


this 


as he joins la 
like to 
business. 
Hattit (Saghi q 
Mr. Gregory is 
Oh, forget it, Hattie. 
treating me like a child. 
Hatrie: A child Well, 
going to call the police. 
Barry (Uneasil 
Hattie: Yes, but 


right now. 


hear about 


Leota thinks that 


LEOTA You’re 


you were 

lhe police? 
everything’s all 

Katie saw something in 

Mr. Gregory’s room and Leota is 
convinced that 
(ver 
Leora stead 

Leora: All right! Laugh if you wish. 
I know what I know and that’s all 
there is to it. 

Barry: Mr. Gregory? Why, I’ve been 
in the room next to his for two weeks 


he’s hiding a corpse! 


jone laughs BaRRY watches 


and he seems like a harmless old 
coot to me. 

Leora (Quickly): I’m going to help 
Katie with the tea. (Nods defiantly 
and exits left) 

Mary: Poor Aunt Leota! 

Barry: I hope we haven’t hurt her 
feelings. 

Harrie: She'll get over it all right. 

Barry: That about 
sounds awfully good to me. 


tea 

I’m 
hungry after chasing around town 
all day. 

Mary (Laughing): Barry’s a terrible 
shopper. (7’o BArry) But where did 
you go for that hour I was in the 
department store? 

Barry: I'll tell you about that later. 

Mary (Quickly): Oh, Aunt Hattie, 
everybody in town is terribly upset 
about the Updykes. 
certainly caused an uproar. 

Harrie: It was dreadful. All those 


suggestion 


The case has 


diamonds stolen in their very own 
house! 
Mary 
peared like 
Hattie: Mercy, I’ve been so busy 


(Nodding): The stones disap- 
that! (Snaps fingers) 


Leota that I haven’t read a 
thing about it. 
Mary: Well, the Updykes gave a 
benefit reception at their house for 
It was quite an 
music, profes- 
entertainment, the works! 
After everyone left, Mrs. Updyke 
went to her room and found the wall 


with 


the local charities. 
affair ballroom 


sional 


safe opened. 
Barry: A diamond necklace and sev- 
diamond 
The thief didn’t leave a trace. It 


eral rings were missing. 


was a professional job, all right! 
Mary: Anyone might have taken the 





things. There hundred 
people in the house. Anyone might 
have slipped out of the ballroom, 
gone to Mrs. Updyke’s bedroom, 
and ransacked the safe. 

Barry (Quickly): Well, enough about 
the recent crime wave. I’m hungry. 
(Leora enters left, carrying the tea 


were a 


tray with teapot, cups, saucers, etc. 
BARRY goes over to her and takes the 
tray and places it on the table center. 
He bends over the tray with his back 
to the audience. 

Harrie: Oh, Barry, I think it would 
be better if you placed the tray over 

(Gestures to table at sofa. 

Barry straightens up, and carries the 

HATTIE pre- 
pares to pour cups of tea.) 

Leora: 


here. 
tray to indicated table. 


Katie is fixing some sand- 
wiches and things. They’li be ready 
in a moment. 

Barry (Grinning): I can’t wait. (Bows 
gallantly to Mary) Will you escort 
me to the kitchen? 

Mary: With pleasure, Mr. Morton. 
(Arm in arm, they exit left. Leora 
frowns.) 

Leora: That Barry! 

Hatrie: What’s the matter 
Leota? (Hands Leora a cup of tea) 

Leota: I don’t know. I don’t like him, 
I’m afraid. (Hartre smiles, takes a 
stp of tea.) 

HATTIE: like a very 
young man, and Mary is terribly 
fond of him. 

Leota: Young people never know 

Now, in my day, 
was particular 


now, 


He seems nice 


their own minds. 

a young woman 
about strangers. 

Hattie: That’s probably why we’re 
old maids today! 


Leora: What a terrible thing to say. 
(Hattie takes another sip of tea.) 
I don’t trust him. 

Hattie: You'll never trust our board- 
ers. You must get over that non- 
sense, Leota. 

Leora: Never mind! Why doesn’t 
Mary see that nice Rod Danvers 
any more? 

Hattie: Oh, Rod is a good boy, I'll 
admit, but a young detective doesn’t 
have much time for dates. Studies 
investigations—heaven knows what! 
Mary liked Rod, but Barry came 
along and — well, things happen! 

Leora: I don’t like it! Rod is much 
nicer for Mary, and I’m going to do 
something about it! 

Harrie: I hope you’re not planning to 
call the police again. 

Leora: Never mind! Two strangers in 
our house! Mr. Gregory and now 
this Barry Morton. 

Harrie (Strongly): Vil not have you 
interfering with boarders. You 
know that we need the extra income. 
(Leora takes a sip of tea.) 

Leora: This tea is bitter. 
did Katie do to it? 

Harrie: Mine tasted all right. (Drains 
cup) There, it’s finished! 

Leora: Mine is terrible. (Replaces cup 
and saucer on tray) 

Harrre: Really, Leota, you should see 
our doctor. 

Leora: I’m all right. 


Oh, what 


Hattie: You’ve acted so strangely 
lately. I don’t know what I’m going 
to do. 


Lreota (Rising): I know what I’m 
going to do. I’m going to learn the 
truth about Mr, Gregory before it’s 
too late! (Exits center as BARRY and 





Mary enter left. Mary is frowning.) 

Barry: The sandwiches will be ready 
soon. Katie’s doing a grand job on 
them. I think she deserves some tea. 
(Pours tea into a fresh cup. Mary 
gestures at center exit.) 

Mary: What happened to Aunt Leota? 
She seemed terribly upset. 

Harrie: She’s determined that Mr. 
Gregory is an archcriminal! 

Barry (Taking tea cup): I'll be right 
back. (Walks left and turns) You’d 
better tell your aunt, Mary. (£zits 
left) 

Hattie: What should you tell me, 
Mary? 

Mary (Slowly): Barry’s leaving to- 
morrow. 

Hattie: Oh, no! 

Mary: His company has called him 
back to the city. He didn’t tell me 
until the last minute. He went to 
the travel for his tickets 
while I was shopping. 

Hattie: 
Mary. 

Mary: He said that he planned to be 
back in a week or two. 

Hattie: I’m sure that Leota is re- 
sponsible for his sudden decision to 


agency 


Poor dear! I’m so sorry, 


leave. She’ll drive everyone out of 
this house! 

Mary: No, no. He must attend to his 
business. (BARRY returns.) 

Hattie: We're going to miss you, 
Barry. 

Barry: Cheer up! I'll be back soon, 
and then wild horses won’t be able to 

DANVERS 
enters center, his hat in his hands.) 

Rop: Hello, everybody! 

Hattie: Why, Rod Danvers! 
nice! 


drag me away! (Rop 


How 


Rov: I hope you don’t mind. The 
front door was open and I walked 
right in. (He glances uncomfortably 
at Mary, who affects a smile.) 

Harrie: We haven’t seen you in ages. 

Rop (Nodding): I know. 
busy at headquarters. 
exams right now. 

Mary: Hello, Rod. I’m glad to see 
you again. (Quickly) I'd like you 
to meet one of our guests. (She 
turns to Barry. Greetings are ex- 
changed.) 

Rop (7o Hartre): I’m here on busi- 

Miss Lieutenant 
Fletcher got a strange phone call a 
little while ago. 

Harrie: A call? 

Rop: Someone wanted to report a 
murder. The caller mentioned the 

Hattie, and said that she 
lived on Maple Street. It was pretty 
easy to trace the call. 

Harrie: Leota! Of course! 


It’s been 
I’m having 


ness, Barnes. 


name, 


I had no 


idea the Lieutenant would pay any 
attention to the call. 

Rop: Murder is a serious business. Did 
Miss Leota make the call? 

Harrie: Yes, yes. 

Rop: Maybe you'd like to tell me 
about it. 


Hatrie: Really, it’s all so silly. All 
this nonsense! It makes me sick to 
think about it. Oh, Rod! Let her 
tell you about it. I’ll get her. She’s 
upstairs, 

Barry: If it'll make it any easier, I’ll 
go along, Miss Barnes. There are a 
few things I’d like to straighten in 
my room, anyway. 

Hatrie: Thank you, Barry. (They 
exit center. Mary sits on sofa. Rop 
joins her.) 





Rop: Why the cold shoulder, Mary? 
You make me feel like the wall- 
flower at the junior prom. 

Mary: Please, Rod - 

Rop: I guess I can’t blame you, 
though. Look, Mary, my work is 
terribly important to me. I suppose 
I couldn’t expect you to wait. 

Mary: It wasn’t that. (Rises) 
understand, Rod. I’ve been in this 
house with Aunt Hattie and Aunt 
Leota since I was a little girl. It 
wasn’t easy for them, and it wasn’t 
easy for This 
everything! 

Ron: I know - 

Mary: And Barry has been attentive. 
It was fun having someone young in 
the house. 


Please 


me. big place - 


Rop (Suddenly): Are you going to 
marry him? 

Mary: Oh, no! I never said that. 
Why, he’s leaving tomorrow. 

Rep (Nodding): I know. 

Mary: How could you know? 

Rop: Remember, I’m a detective. I 
checked the travel bureau in town. 
Barry has reservations for the city. 
He made them this afternoon. 

Mary: Why are you so interested? 

Ron: We’re interested in every stranger 
in town. Barry was here when the 
Updyke jewels were stolen. 

Mary: Ridiculous! Why, he’s never 
been to the Updyke place. 

Rop: That’s true, perhaps, but we 
must check all leads. The Updyke 
case is a stumper. Why, the Up- 
dykes knew every guest in their 
house that night, except the enter- 
tainers, of course. 

Mary: The entertainers? 


Rop: Sure. The party was a big 


splurge for charity. There were all 

kinds of acts. A trained dog spe- 

cialty, acrobats, a ventriloquist spot. 

The police are checking all the an- 

(Suddenly) But let’s forget 
about shop talk. I’m sorry for the 
way I’ve acted during the past few 
weeks. If I could only see you some 
time — 

Mary: I don’t know. 

Rop: My exams will be over soon and, 
after that, I’ll have some free time. 
Please, Mary — 

Mary: Well, you may call, if you like. 

Rop (Happily): Great! It’s wonderful 
to know that I’ll be in the running 
again. 

Mary (Awkwardly): Rod, you’re im- 
(Slowly) I hope you'll be 
able to help Aunt Leota, though. 
Rop: What about the murder business? 
Mary: I don’t think it’s anything. 
a Mr. 
and Aunt Leota doesn’t 
It’s foolish, I know, but 


gles. 


possible. 


There’s a certain boarder - 
Gregory 
like him. 


she thinks that he has a corpse in 


his room! 

Rop (Musing): 
more trouble 
thought. 

Mary (Quickly): Aunt Leota’s al- 
ways been very fond of you, Rod. 
She’ll listen to you. 

Rop: I’ll do my best. 

Mary: It’ll mean a lot to us. Aunt 
Hattie’s terribly upset about the 
whole business. 

top: I can imagine! (Slowly) Mysteri- 
ous boarders — corpses in the bed- 

what next? (Harrie, Leora 

and Barry enter center. Hatrte’s 
annoyance She stares 

LEOTA re- 


I’m going to have 
with her than I 


room 


is apparent. 
distastefully at Leora. 





turns the stare with an air of triumph.) 
Leora: I knew the police would help 
me. Oh, I’m so glad they sent you, 
Rod. It’ll be easy to talk to you. 
Ron: Hi, Aunt Leota! Mary tells me 
there 
doings around here. 


have been a lot of strange 

Leora: Yes, indeed! 

HATTIE 
listen to her! 

Rop: It’s bad as it 
After all, you ladies own this house. 
If you think skull- 


duggery afoot, you merely have to 


(Impatiently): Rod, don’t 


not as sounds. 


there’s any 
ask Gregory about it. 

Leota (Quickly): Then you know 
about him? (7'o Harrie) You see? 
Mr. Gregory probably has a record 
a mile long. (xtends her arms) 

top: He doesn’t have a record, as far 
as I know. Mary told me about him. 


Oh! Well, 


something’s wrong. 


Leora (Cre stfall n I’m 
still that 
(GREGORY, an elderly 
center. Ile has the 


speech of a Shake spearean actor. He 


sure 

man, enters 

appearance and 
watches the proceedings with a faint 
note of an usement. ) 

Rop (Sighing): Ul question Gregory, 
if it will make you feel better. 

LEOTA You mustn’t do 
that. If you warn him, you'll put 


him on Why don't 


(Cautiously 

guard. you 
search his room? 

Hattie: Mr. Gregory is out, Rod. I 
don’t know he’ll be back. 


(GREGORY waves his hat and enters 


when 


gallantly. 
GreGoryY: | 

Barnes. 
Harrie: Oh, 

didn’t hear us! 


have returned, Miss 


heavens! 


| hope you 


GreEGOoRY: Unfortunately, yes. I’ve 


heard everything. (7o Rop) You 
are a member of the local police, I 
presume. (Rop assents. GREGORY 
walks to sofa and sits.) It’s been a 
trying day, indeed! My profession is 
not an easy one. 

LEOTA 
isn’t! 

Gregory (Softly): My Miss 
Barnes, why do you distrust me? Is 


(Suspiciously) : I’m sure it 


dear 


it because of the babbling of that 
foolish maid? 

Harrie: I’m sure that you can explain 
everything. 

GreGory: I presume you would like to 
see my room. 

Rop: I didn’t bring a search warrant. 

Grecory: We will 
warrant details for mystery story 
writers and (Stares hard at Leora) 
the devotees of mystery magazines. 

Leora (Quickly): Ask him about the 
black bag, Rod. 

Rop: Black bag? 

Leora: Yes, it’s somewhat larger than 

Ask him to show 


leave the search 


a doctor’s valise. 
you that bag. 
Grecory: I'll get that for the detec- 
(To Barry) May I have 

the bag, young man? 
BARRY 
It’s where you left it 
Leora: What is his bag doing in your 


tive, too. 


Yes, 


In my room. 


(Uncomfortably) : sure. 


re om? 
will be 
in due Miss 


(To Rop) Will you come along with 


GREGORY: Everything an- 


swered time, Barnes. 


me, please? (Dramatically) I don’t 


that I have 


( Rop and 


to. think 
destroved the evidence. 


Want you 
GREGORY exile. 
ATTIE: Mr. Gregory is such a fine 


centleman. 





Leora: Fiddlesticks! He’s the murder- 
ous type, if I ever saw one! (Waves 
finger at Barry) And what are you 
doing with his bag? 

Barry: Mr. Gregory will explain that. 

Leora: Oh, yes! 
for everything. 
head.) 

Hattie: Goodness, I’m tired. 
business 


He’ll have an answer 
(HATTIE shakes her 
This 


exhausted. 


left me 
(XATIE enters left. ) 
Katie: The sandwiches are ready now. 


has 


Shall I serve them? 

Harrie: In a little while, Katie. 

Katie (Cautiously): Are the police 
here? 

Harrie: Yes, thanks to your imagina- 
tion. Katie, why didn’t you tell me 
what you saw? 

Katie: I was frightened, so I told Miss 
Leota. 

Hattie: Well, it’s too late to do any- 
thing about that now. The damage 

is done. Mr. Morton is leaving to- 

that Mr. 

Gregory won’t spend another night 

after all this 

don’t know what I’m 


morrow and I’m sure 


in the house fuss. 
Gracious, I 
going to do! 

Katie (Tearfully): U?'m sorry, Miss 
Barnes. 

Harrie: Don’t start crying! I couldn’t 
stand that now. Have some tea. 
Katie: Mr. Barry gave me a cup. I’d 
like to get back to kitchen. 

(Harriz nods as KATIE exits.) 


my 


Mary: Poor Katie! She can cry easier 
I know. 


GREGORY return. 


than anyone (Rop and 

top carries a black 
bag which he 
table.) 

Rop: This is the bag, Aunt Leota. It 


was in Mr. Morton’s room. 


places on the cenier 


Gregory: But I told you that. 
(Leora walks to table quickly and 
examines the bag.) 

Leora: Yes, I’m sure it’s the same 

(Quickly) Did examine 
Mr. Gregory’s room? 

Rop: I looked around. 

Leora: Humph! 

Gregory: I’d like you to open the 
bag, Miss Leota. I’m sure that it 
will explain everything. (Lrora 

person in the 


bag. you 


No corpses! 


stares at each room 
anxtously. ) 

Leora: Well, I don’t know 

Hattie: Open the bag! 
this far! 
the bag and unsnaps the two hinge 
locks. She slowly lifts the top. 


looks cautiously into the bag.) 


You’ve gone 
(Slowly, Leora reaches for 


She 


Leora: There’s a cloth covering inside. 
Gregory (Unconcerned): Lift the cov- 
ering, please! (Leora looks at every- 
one again and then lifts the cloth 
covering. She reaches into the bag and 
She holds 
HATTIE 
and Mary give a frightened scream. 


extracts a dummy’s head. 
it by the long, blonde hair. 


Leora, not quite realizing what she 
ts holding, slowly displays the head 
aloft. Finally, she screams loudly 
and throws the head onto the table.) 
LEoTA: 
head! 


A woman’s head! A woman’s 
(Everyone registers excitement 


top picks up the head.) 
Rop: This is your corpse, Aunt Leota. 


and alarm. 


It’s really a dummy’s head. 

Leota: A dummy? (Reluctantly, she 
examines the head closer.) 

Hattie: Gracious! 

Mary: It (Runs her 
finger across dummy’s head) Why, it 
feels like skin! 

Grecory: I tried to make it as real- 


looks SO real! 





istic as possible. My work, you 


know. 
Leora: But Katie saw an arm! 
et 


Grecory: To be sure! (Grimly) We 
have quite an assortment. (Takes 
o legs out of the bag. 


Rop points 


two arms and tt 
P the legs is broken. 
top: Mr. Gregory explained about all 
this. 
Harrie: I should hope so. 
Rop: He’s 


as The Great 


He’s booked 
Special 
lec- 
His work is quite legitimate. 


a showman. 
Gregory. 
shows, benefit performances, 
tures. 
Leota (70 Grecory): What is your 
9 
work! 
GREGORY 


t. Oh, in the old days it was 


I am a ventrilo- 


( 


1 
different. I had steady perform- 


ouses, too! I traveled 
the circuit for many years. (Sighs) 
Now, show business h 


ventrilk 


ances 


is no room for 
d Genevieve and I 


quis ul 


must be content with whatever 


mes our way. 


Harrie: Genevieve? (GreGcory laughs 


and points to tal 


That id 


together for 


We 


a long, 


GREGORY: Genevieve. 


have worked 
long time. 
Lreota: Gracious! I didn’t 


But why didn’t 


realize. 
you ex- 
to Katie? Why did 
GREGOR profession must 
lor 
has accepted 


have ou trade secrets. 
years, y audience 
Genevieve as a real, live, precocious 
little girl. To see her unassembled — 
might ruin 


! Then, too, I have 


a f W sc ittered pieces 
the illusion. Yes 


always enjoyed solitude after a per- 


formance. That is why I did not tell 
you that I was a ventriloquist. (To 
Barry) This young man was the 
only one in my confidence. 

Barry (Nodding): I mentioned that I 
was going to the city and Mr. 
Gregory told me about Genevieve! 
(Picks up broken leg) 

Grecory: I dropped Genevieve and 
broke one of her legs. A tragedy to 
a great showman! A model with a 
broken leg. How sad! How tragic! 
Mr. Morton was kind enough to vol- 
unteer to take my Genevieve to the 
city and have the leg repaired. 
Nothing more! 

Barry: I’m going to return the dummy 

Mr. Gregory 
asked me not to mention anything 
about the ventriloquist act. (To 
Rop) I hope there won’t be any 
trouble about this. 

Rop: It seems all right to me. 
GREGORY) 


in a week or two. 


(To 
I suppose you have no 

engagements for the next few weeks. 
GREGORY: Alas, no! Fortune 

has chosen to frown upon me in re- 
Crumbs from the table! 
Rop: That takes care of our murder 


case! 


Dame 


cent years. 


Hatriz: I don’t know what to say. 
Mr. Gregory, will you ever forgive 
us? 

The incident is 
forgotten. A memory of the past. 

Leora: I feel terribly foolish. 

Harrie (Abruptly): You should! 

Leora (Suddenly): And I don’t feel 
very well. 

Harrie (Relenting): Vll take you to 

You rest’ before 

It’s been a terrible day for 


GREGORY: Of course! 


your room. can 
dinner. 


us all. 





Barry: I’ll escort you ladies upstairs. 
I have a lot of packing to do. 

GREGORY (Quickly): You will not for- 
get Genevieve, young man? 

Barry: Gen — oh, the dummy! Yes, 
yes! I’ll pick it up later. Are you 
coming, Mr. Gregory? 

Grecory: Of course. I must record 
this event for my memoirs. Ah, it 
isn’t often that I’m the prime sus- 
pect in a murder investigation. 
(Leora lifts her head sheepishly.) 

Leora: I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Greg- 
ory. 

GreGory: Tut, tut, fair lady! 
been a very exciting 


It’s 
afternoon. 


Shades of my Shakespearean days! 
I haven’t had so much fun in years. 
(Farewells are exchanged with Rov as 
Barry, Grecory, Leora and Har- 
TIE exit center. MARY smiles at Ron.) 
Mary: I — we'll expect to see you — 


soon! 
Rop: Do you mean that? (Fzcitedly) 
Do you really mean it, Mary? (She 
nods quickly. He takes his hat off a 
chair and adjusts it cockily on his 
head.) I’d better get back to head- 
quarters and report our little ‘‘mur- 
der.” But T’ll call you, Mary. 
(He squeezes her hand firmly and exits 
center. Left alone, Mary smoothes 
hair and stares whimsically at the 
dummy. She raises the dummy’s 
head, preparing to return it to the bag. 
Suddenly she stops and shakes the 
head violently. She examines the head 
closer, presses her fingers against the 
back. The material gives way and a 
diamond bracelet and several diamond 
rings fall to the floor. She drops the 
head and slowly picks up the jewels.) 
Mary (Softly): Diamonds! The - 
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the Updyke diamonds! Of course! 
The night of the benefit perform- 
ance. (E£xcitedly) Entertainment! 
Why, Rod said there was a ventrilo- 
quist’s act at the party. Mr. 
Gregory! That’s why he came here. 
(Looks fitfully at the jewels) Rod! 
Oh, I must call Rod right away. 
(Quickly, she picks up the dummy’s 
head and stuffs it into the bag with 
the jewels. She slams the bag closed 
as Barry enters center. She is un- 
aware of his presence. She quickly 
picks up the phone and BARRY 
crosses the stage. He puts his hand 
over the phone. Mary turns with a 
frightened scream.) Oh, Barry! You 
frightened me! Thank heavens, it’s 
you! 

Barry (Steadily): What’s the matter, 
Mary? 

Mary: Aunt Leota was right about 
Mr. Gregory! He stole the Updyke 
jewels. They were hidden in the 
dummy’s head. 

Barry: What are you talking about? 
(Mary points to bag.) 

Mary: The jewels — there in that bag. 
I found them! A diamond bracelet, 
diamond rings—everything! 
(Quickly) Don’t you see? He was at 
the Updyke house that night. He 
stole the jewels and hid them in the 
dummy’s head. 

Barry: Now, take it easy. 
else might have put them in the 
dummy. We can’t accuse Gregory 
again. He’s taken too much for one 
day. 

Mary: I’m going to call Rod right 
away. He’ll know what to do. 

Barry: I wouldn’t advise you to call 
the police. 


Someone 





Mary: What can I do, Barry? Some- 
one must call them. The jewels — 
(Stops suddenly) The dummy was in 
your room! 

Barry: Mary! 

Mary: And 


leave tomorrow. 


were planning to 
That’s it! You’re 
You 
going to take the dummy away 
under the pretext that the leg was 
broken. Of course! You planned to 
Maybe 
you planned to leave the country. 
Barry: You don’t know what you're 
talking about. 
Mary 


that the police might be suspicious 


you 


Gregory's accomplice. were 


sell the jewels in the city. 


(Quickly): Gregory was afraid 
of him, knowing that he was at the 
Updyke house. That’s why he used 
you to dispo eC ol the stones How 


many times have you worked this 


thing? How many homes have you 
robbed? That’s why you came here 
the same time as Gregory. It was 
all planned! (Barry steps closer, 

Mary ts forced to 
return the phone to the cradle.) 


Barry (Coldly 


grabs her arm. 


You’re pretty smart, 
aren't you? 
Mary: You won’t get away with it, 


Barry. The police know that you’re 
Rod told 
me that you're under investigation. 


leaving town tomorrow. 


Barry (Nodding): The police in this 
hick than I 
thought. I’m afraid that my original 


town are smarter 


plans have been altered. Gregory 

and I will have to leave together. 

There’s one thing, though. We’re 
not going tomorrow 

Mary: What? 

Barry: We'll have to 
tonight! (Mary 


leave now 


glance S at center 


entrance.) Now, don’t bother to call 
your aunts. They won’t hear you. 

Mary: What have you done to them? 

Barry: Tea is most restful for the 

And, of course, I helped 
things along with a sedative. 

Mary: The tea! You put something 
in the tea! 

Barry (Nodding): I didn’t want those 
meddlesome old fools to get in my 
way. They’ll sleep very peacefully 
until tomorrow morning. 

Mary: And Katie 

Barry (Smiling): I’m sure that Katie 
is enjoying her beauty nap in the 
kitchen right now. She drank the 

too! No, Mary, there’s only 

my way 
right now. Only one! (She cringes.) 

That’s you, Mary! I’m terribly 

sorry that you found the jewelry. 

I was beginning to like you. Of 


nerves. 


tea, 


one person standing in 


course, I had to leave the dummy 
here. If I 
quickly, your detective friend might 
I had to be 


down removed it too 
have gotten suspicious. 
casual! 

Mary: What are you going to do? 

Barry: I’m going to keep you from 
calling the police. (Grabs phone and 

rips cord out of wall.) There! I 

don’t think you'll use that tonight. 

(Grabs loose end of cord with free 

hand) This cord will come in very 
handy. 

Mary: No! (She attempts to struggle, 
but her efforts are futile. Barry 
throws the cord over her shoulder, at- 
tempting to encircle her throat. GREG- 


His 


very 


ORY appears in center entrance. 


shoulders sag and he appears 


crestfallen. Barry turns and beckons 
impatiently. ) 





Barry: Don’t stand there, Gregory. 
Help me! We have to get out of 
here. She found the jewels! 

Greoory (Feebly): I’m sorry, m’lad. 
The best laid schemes of mice and 
men—and all that! (He slowly 

Rop and LIEUTEN- 

ANT FLETCHER follow closely. They 

carry drawn revolvers.) We have two 


enters the room. 


callers, you see. 
Barry (Raising hands): The police! 
FLETCHER (7'0 Rop): Your hunch was 
Good boy! I'll these 
birds down to headquarters. The 
squad car should be outside. (Mary 
You might give her 


right. get 


sags onto sofa.) 
some attention, too! 

Rop: Lieutenant Fletcher, you 
kidding? (Crosses to Mary) Are 
you all right? (She nods mutely.) I 


are 


hope this guy didn’t give you a hard 
(Points revolver at Barry) I 
told you he was planning to leave 
town. Well, Iletcher learned some- 


time. 


thing else, too. Barry made another 
reservation in the city — a reserva- 
tion for an airline trip to Amsterdam! 
FLETCHER (Nodding): The diamond 
capital of the world! It didn’t take 
much after that to tell us we were on 
the right trail. (Beckoning) All 
right, you guys, you have a date at 


headquarters! 


Mary: The diamonds — they’re in 
the black bag. (FLETCHER takes the 
bag with his free hand. He turns to 
Rop.) 

FLETCHER: I guess this is the bag you 

Well, 

maybe the ventriloquist’s dummy 

will start talking at headquarters, 
too! (He ushers BARRY and GREG- 

At entrance, 


told me about. (Rop nods.) 


ORY to center entrance. 


GREGORY turns and gestures dra- 
matically.) 

Gregory: All the world’s a stage! 

FLETCHER: O.K., Macbeth, get going! 
(They exit.) 

Rop: Fletcher’s not up on his Shake- 
speare, but he’s a darn good police- 
man. (Mary rises suddenly.) 

Mary: Aunt Hattie! Leota! Barry 
drugged their tea. I must get them 
at once! (Leora and HATrie enter 
center. LEOTA rather 
fatigued HATTIE.) 

Leora (Quickly): That’s not necessary, 
Mary. I can take care of myself. 
Mary: Aunt Leota! You're all right! 
Leora: Of course, I’m all right. Now, 

Hattie needs a bit of attention, 
though. (Proudly) For the first 
time in my life, I’ve been able to 

look after her. 

Mary: But, how 
drink the tea? 

Leora: Il iddlesticks! There’s 
thing you can never fool an old maid 

and that’s her tea! Why, I 
knew there was something wrong 
with the stuff when I first tasted it. 

Mary: Why did you pretend to be 
sleepy? 

Leora: No one would believe me. I 
had to let Mr. Gregory play his 
hand. (Nods) Yes, sir! I’ve learned 
a lot in those true detective books! 
(Rop laughs.) 

Rop: If there are 
at headquarters, I’ll keep you in 
mind. (Leads Hattie to sofa) Are 
you all right? 

Harrie (Slowly): Yes, I I think so. 
Gracious, my poor head! (Holds her 

I don’t know 

what I would have done if Leota 


supports a 


why didn’t you 


one 


about 


any vacancies down 


head in her hands) 





hadn’t kept putting those cold rags 
on my head to keep me awake. 
Mary: I’m afraid that Katie hasn’t 
been as fortunate. We'd better do 
something for her. 
Leora: Heavens, yes! 
have started dinner by now! 


She should 
(To 


Harrie) If we’re going to have any 
more boarders, I’m going to ap- 
prove of them — first! 
Hatrie (Meekly): Anything you say. 
Rop: I don’t know about boarders, 
but I have a hunch that you'll be 
losing a tenant very shortly. 


Leota: What do you mean, Rod? 

Rop (Grinning): I’m going to ask your 
niece to change her address! (He 
smiles warmly at Mary, who returns 
his smile and nods quickly. Leora 
crosses to left entrance, and calls.) 

Leora: Katie! Oh, Katie! For 
heaven’s sake, wake up! We're 
having another guest for dinner to- 
night. (Glances at Rop) A young 
detective! The best china, of course! 
(Mary and Rop embrace as the cur- 
tain falls.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
I Want To Report a MurDER 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Hattie and Leota wear sedate, 
dark dresses. Katie wears a black dress and 
white apron. Mary, Barry, Fletcher and 
Rod wear coats upon their first appearance. 
They are dressed in everyday clothes. Mr. 
Gregory is dressed in a dark suit. He wears 
a shoestring tie and carries a wide-brimmed 
hat. His clothes are typical of an old 
Shakespearean actor. 

Properties: Handkerchief, tea tray with tea- 
pot, cups and saucers; black valise contain- 
ing dummy with unassembled head, legs, 
arms and torso (a large doll may be used); 
diamond bracelet and rings; revolvers. 

Setting: An old-fashioned living room. En- 
trance is upstage center. If desired, a stair- 
case may be seen through the entrance. 
Another entrance, at left, leads to the din- 
ing room and kitchen. A sofa and table are 
downstage right. Another table with a tele- 
phone on it is beside a chair downstage left. 
There is a large round table downstage 
center. The furniture is old-fashioned. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





Take Care, Anne! 


by Paul S. McCoy 


Characters 
Susan Wooptey \ high school 
ANNE HIttMan | students 
Freppie HiLtuMAn, Anne’s brother 
Marra HiLuman, their mother 
Barton Hriuuman, their father 
Horace Bounce 
Don MErEKER, a high school student 
CLARA MEEKER, his mother 

Time: Late Saturday morning. 

Serrina: Living room of the Hillman 
home. 

At Rise: The stage is empty. Door at 
right is open. After a pause, the 
doorbell rings off-stage. Then center 
door opens. SUSAN WOODLEY enters, 
pauses, glances around the room. 

Susan (Calling): Anne! Anne, are you 
home? (She closes the door behind 
her and raises Paging 
Anne Hillman, paging Anne Hill- 
man! (ANNE enters from left.) 

ANNE (Enthusiastically): Susan! 

Susan: I did attempt to be a perfect 
lady. I rang the doorbell. I even 
waited a full split second before en- 


her voice.) 


tering. 

ANNE (Walks to center): I was in the 
kitchen helping mother. She’s en- 
tertaining the officers of her club 
this afternoon. You know, she’s the 


new president. 
Susan: I certainly have no desire to 
break in on the club ladies’ reserva- 


tion — but when you phoned that 
you had to see me, I dropped every- 
thing. 

ANNE: Susan, I have the most exciting 
news! 


Susan (Sits in chair): All right, here 
Iam. Give me the shattering details. 

ANNE (E£xcitedly): It’s about Don 
Meeker. 

Susan: Don Meeker? Our high school 
heartthrob? The guy with the pal- 
pitating personality? 

ANNE (Slowly, and with a hint of 
triumph): Susan, I’m expecting him 
to ask me for a date to the school 
prom. 

Susan (Amazed): Don Meeker ask you 

(ANNE nods.) 
you’re a sweet child and my best 
friend and my next door neighbor. 
But you and Don Meeker — (Breaks 
off) Why, he could have his pick, 
from Helen of Troy to the Pioneer 
Mother. And after all, you two are 
only casual acquaintances. 

ANNE: We were — up until yesterday 
afternoon. But things have changed, 
Susan 

Susan: Don’t tell me you’re trying to 
stake out a claim on Don Meeker 
simply because his mother and your 


for a date? Listen, 


mother happen to be officers in the 

same club. 
ANNE: No. Although that’s how we got 
about mother’s 
entertaining the club officers here 
today. One thing led to another, and 
Don happened to mention that he’d 
made an important purchase down- 
town. It was something he didn’t 
want his parents to see— at least not 
yet. And then I had my inspiration. 
(Pause) I suggested that Don have 
the package sent here. 


into conversation 





house? 
Anne, 


this 


SUSAN rises.) 


Sent here, to 


(AN NE nods. 


SUSAN: 


you didn’t! 
ANNE: I did. 
He said it would be too much bother 
for me and that he wouldn’t think of 
putting me to all that trouble. But 
I insisted. (Proudly) So I am to be 


custodian of his purchase. 


Don protested at first. 


Susan: Anne Hillman, I’ve never heard 
of such a thing! 
ANNE: Don’t you see? Don and I will 
have a common interest. He’ll even 
feel obligated. After the package is 
delivered here, he’ll drop by, maybe 
That’s the way 
beautiful friendships begin. And if 
all goes well, he’s certain to ask me 


several times. 


for a date to the prom. 

Susan (Grimly): Anne Hillman, you’d 
better take care! 

ANNE (Triumphantly): That’s exactly 
what I’ll be doing — taking care of 
Don’s purchase. I'll admit it wasn’t 
easy to convince him. 

Susan: What do you suppose he is 
sending over? 

ANNE: I haven’t the slightest idea. 

Susan: You don’t what he 
bought? 


know 
ANNE: Of course not. It was enough 
But when 
the package arrives, I’ll just slip it 


just to get his consent. 


into a dresser drawer. 
Susan: You won’t slip it into a drawer 

if it’s an oil well or a second-hand 
tugboat! (From off-stage left comes a 
wild yell. Startled, SUSAN and ANNE 
The left and 
FREDDIE HiLLMAN charges into the 
room, He long-handled 
spear. Holding spear in front of him 


turn. door opens, 


carries a 


as an attacking weapon, he moves 


SUSAN 
then dashes behind chair.) 
ANNE Freddie Hillman! 

(Rushes toward FreppIE) Stop that! 
(She FREDDIE 
spear.) Stop it, I say! 
Freppie (Tugs desperately): You let 
go of my spear! 
ANNE: Mother 


towards the girls. shrieks, 


(Cries out): 


reaches and grasps 


and Father warned 
you! 

FreDpDIE: I’m not hurting anything. 
(He pulls spear from ANNE.) 

Susan (From behind chair): Anne, what 
is your brother up to this time? 

I’m 


FREDDIE (70 Susan): a jungle 


hunter! Don’t I remind you of a 


genuine African explorer? 


Susan: You remind me of somebody 


out to harpoon a bow! of goldfish. 

ANNE (7'0 Susan): From the moment 
Freddie got that spear, nothing in 
this house has been safe. 

FREDDIE: Now, sis 

ANNE 


(To Susan): Freddie has punc- 


tured everything from sofa pillows 
to lamp shades. 

FrepDpIE: They were only discards 

ANNE (To 


ready threatened to take away your 


FREDDIE): Father has al- 

allowance for the next three months. 
FreppIE (With Dad 
this He’s 
a bill somebody owes him. 


isn’t 
out to 


dignity 
home morning. 
collect 
(SusAN moves from behind chair.) 
ANNE (7’'o Susan): Father phoned the 
He told Mother 


that he’d been able to get something 


house an hour ago. 


in payment for an overdue account 

not cash, but I don’t know what 
When Mother told him that 
Freddie was wearing that horrible 
outfit 
hung up. 


it Was. 


again, he just groaned and 





Susan: I’d not only groan and hang 
up 
ANNE (7'0 Frepp1e): I’ve had enough 
of this, Freddie Hillman 


I’d leave for Siberia. 


I’m going 
to bring Mother in here. 

FREDDIE (Smugly): Huh, Mom’s not 
home either. She went to the market 
a minute ago. 

ANNE: I'll see for myself. (7’o Susan) 
Excuse me, Susan. (Crosses left, 

I’m remind- 

ing you, young man, if Mother learns 


then turns to FREDDIE) 


of that weapon, it will be the end of 

your hunting days. And of 
allowance! (/xits left) 

FREDDIE (7'0 Susan): A fine family! A 
man can’t even breathe around here. 


your 


How does anybody expect me to 


teach the other members, if I don’t 
have a spear? 
Susan: What members? 
FreDDIE (/mpressively): | am project 
of 
I’m 


chairman the Little Dynamite 
Club. the decided 
those guys were going to learn to be 
jungle fighters. 


one who 


Susan: No doubt my mentality is slip- 
ping ——- but why jungle fighters? 
FREDDIE: Because I own the costume 

and the spear. I’ve been saving box 
tops. Some of the kids wanted to 
be cowboys, but I voted them down. 
After all, you can’t get a horse with 
box tops. 
Susan: And you should know, Freddie. 
FREDDIE: So we're jungle 
(ANNE enters from left. 


hunters. 
FREDDIE 
What'd I tell you, 
Mom isn’t in the kitchen. 

ANNE (Annoyed): All right, she went 


grins in triun ph. 
ais? 
to the market. But I hope she re- 
turns in time to see you with that 
spear. (The doorbell rings off-stage. 
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FREDDIE, still clutching spear, jumps 
up.) 

FREDDIE: Who’s at the door? 

ANNE: I hope it’s a tribe of African 
cannibals in search of a juicy meal. 
We have just their dish! (She glares 
at FREDDIE, then to 
ANNE the door, 
Hoxace BouNCcE enters, staggering 


door. 
and 


goes 
opens center 
under the weight of a large burlap 


bag. ANNE, SuSAN and FREDDIE 
watch, amazed.) 

Horace: Is this the Hillman residence? 
(ANNE nods mutely.) 
(He drops sack onto floor.) 

FREDDIE (Calls out): Hey, you! 

ANNE (7'o Horace): What 


doing? 


I thought so. 


are you 


Susan (7'o Horace): This is a living 
room! 
Horace (Straight That’s 


ns no 


Up): 
concern of mine, 

ANNE: But, sir 

Horace (Facing ANNE): 
isn’t 


My 


name 

“sir.” It’s Bounce Horace 
Bounce. 

ANNE: But, | don’t understand 

Horace: I was told to make a delivery 
to the Hillman house. Your garage 
door is locked. Couldn’t find a porch 

Looks like rain, 

(He points to sack.) 


front or back. 
too. So there 

it is. 
ANNE: But 

You’ve made a mistake. 


[ didn’t order anything. 
Horace: I’m a deliveryman — and | 
never make a mistake. 
Susan (With a sudden gasp 
goodness! (7'o ANNE) 
don’t you see? 


: Oh, my 

Anne! Anne, 

ANNE: See what? 

Susan (Points to bag): That must be 
Don Meeker’s purchase! 





ANNE: Don Meeker’s purchase? 

Freppie: What are you girls gurgling 
about? 

ANNE (Pays no attention to FREDDIE): 
Susan, do you honestly think 

Susan (Nods): You told Don to send 
his purchase out here. And you ad- 
mitted didn’t what it 
was. 


you know 

FreppiE (Points to bag in amazement) : 
You mean that Don 
Meeker? (Hi Joe S over to the bag.) 

Horace: Wish folks would stop rush- 


belongs to 


ing around. Makes me _ nervous. 
REDDIE groans as hu 
tached to sac 


reddit , wn 


reads tag at- 

Susan: | it is it? 

Freppie: According to the tag, this is 
a sack of stock feed. 

ANNE: Stock fee 

Horaci 
What’ 
powder‘ 

ANNE: 


Sour) he ste ps downstage) : 


d you think it was — dusting 


But why should 


Don Meeker 


se 
buy stock feed: 


Horact 
ness of mine 
door. 

ANNE: Mr. 
that SACK 

Horace 


(1mpatiently): That’s no busi- 


(le takes a step toward 


you can’t leave 


ajestically): I 
told to deliver one bag of feed to the 
Hillman ul ld 


was 


ress I have discharged 
my duties 

ANNE: No, you haven't! (The phone 
rings off-stage 

Susan: Anne, that’s the phone 

ANNE: Freddie, see who it is! (Phone 
rings again. FREDDIE exits right, 

closing door behind him. ANNE ste ps 

quickly to Horace.) Mr. Bounce, 

please listen to me! My mother is 

entertaining this afternoon — 


Susan (7'o Horace): Indeed she is — 
right here in the living room! 

ANNE (70 Horace): This is no place 
for a sack of stock feed! 

Horace: If there aren’t enough chairs, 
somebody can sit on it. 

ANNE: You'll have to put it in the 
garage! 


But door is 


Horace: the 
locked. 

ANNE: Freddie will open it! (She steps 
to Horace.) Please pick up that 
bag and take it away! If Mother 


finds stock feed in the living room, 


garage 


she'll have hysterics. 

Susan: And so will her guests. They’ll 
think it’s the refreshments! 

Horace (Mutters): All right, all right. 
(He and lifts the 
FREDDIE enters from right.) 

FReppIE: Mr. Bounce, Mr. Bounce — 
The phone 


leans over sack. 


it’s for you. 

Horace: For me? Well, what do ya 
know? 

ANNE (Quickly): Freddie, just tell 
whoever it is that Mr. Bounce is 
busy and that he’ll call back — 

Horace: No you don’t! (He drops sack 
back to floor.) I’m never too busy for 
a good chat on the telephone. (He 
moves toward doorway right.) 

ANNE: But Mr. Bounce! 
Mother walks in here. 
lutely faint! 


Supposing 
She’d abso- 
Horace (Turns): A good helping of 

stock feed never made anyone faint. 

(He exits right, closing door after 

him.) 

ANNE (Desperately): Freddie, carry out 
that - before 
up! 

Frepp1e: I couldn’t even lift it. 

ANNE: Then I'll help you. (She goes to 


sack Mother shows 





bag and turns to Susan.) Give us a 
hand, Susan. There isn’t a moment 
to spare. (Suddenly Martua HI.i- 
MAN’S voice is heard off-stage left.) 

Voice of Marrua: Anne! Oh, Anne! 

Susan: Your mother! 

FREDDIE: It’s Mom! (He gazes at 
spear, then dashes to divan, drops to 
his knees, and slips the spear under 
divan.) 

Susan: Anne, what'll we do? (ANNE 
looks around wildly. She 
throw rug in front of divan.) 

ANNE (Pointing to rug): That rug! 
(Runs to divan) Help me, Susan! 
(She leans over, grasps one end of 
rug.) We have to cover the sack! 
(SusAN picks up other end of rug.) 

Marna (Off-stage): Anne, where are 
you? (ANNE and SUSAN carry rug 
upstage and toss it over the sack. 
FREDDIE jumps up. MARTHA en- 
ters from left, leaving door open.) 
Anne dear, I’m back from the 
(Pauses abruptly) Why, hello, Susan. 
(SUSAN weakly.) I didn’t 
know you were here. (She moves 
toward center.) I’m entertaining the 
officers of my club this afternoon, but 
I had to run over to the market. 
(She breaks off and points at rug.) 
What on earth is that? 

ANNE (After a pause): It 
our rug, Mother 


sees the 


smiles 


it’s just 


Marrua: It’s certainly covering some- 
(She 


thing more than the floor. 
takes a step upstage.) 
ANNE (Swiftly 
Marrua): Mother — don’t! 
Susan (Jo Marraa, with affected 
brightness): It’s nothing, Mrs. Hill- 
man 


steps in front of 


- just an old sack. 
Marta: An old sack? In my living 


room — today? (Turns to ANNE) 
Really, Anne 

ANNE: Don’t get upset, mother. It 
it belongs to Don Meeker. 

Marrua: What belongs to Don Meeker? 

FREDDIE: That old sack full of feed. 

MartTua: Feed? Feed? 

ANNE (Desperately): Freddie means it’s 
like a bag of cereal —- That’s it 
cereal. 

Marrna: Anne, what in the world 
are you doing with a bag of cereal 
that belongs to Don Meeker? And 
in my clean living room, with guests 
expected soon? 

ANNE (Soothingly): Don’t worry, 
Mother. It was just delivered. And 
we're putting it in the garage. 

FREDDIE: Mr. Bounce is taking it out. 

Marrua: Mr. Bounce? Who is Mr. 
Bounce? 

ANNE: Mother, you mustn’t give this 

I’ll take care of 

(She grasps Marrua’s 


another thought. 
everything. 
arm, and begins to lead her toward door 
at left.) 

Marrtua (Protesting): But Anne, I 
I don’t understand 

ANNE: We'll have the place in perfect 
order in no time. (She gives MARTHA 
a little push through doorway.) That’s 
it — just run along. I'll be right in 
to help you. (ANNE closes the 
behind MARTHA.) 

FREDDIE: Whew! 
one! 

ANNE (Urgently 
Bounce off that phone. 


door 


Was that a close 
freddie, get Mr. 
Tell him to 
come in here. (Horace enters from 
right.) 
Horace (Grumbles): Well, if that isn’t 
the everlasting limit! 
ANNE: Mr. have to 


Bounce, you 





hurry. You can dash out to the 
garage with the sack and - 

Horace (Interrupting): No, I can’t. 

ANNE: What? 

Horace: I have to take that bag of 
feed back to the store. That was my 

the 

purchased the feed has changed his 


boss calling. Seems guy who 
mind about having it sent out here. 
ANNE: Changed his mind? 
Horace: He’s going to make other ar- 
rangements. And after seeing what 
goes on around this house, I don’t 
blame (Moves to sack, and 
which 
What do you mean by covering up 
this nice bag of feed with an old rug? 
ANNE: Mr. Bounce! Are you trying to 


say that you’re returning this pur- 


him. 


throws back rug covers it.) 


chase to the store? 
Horace What do 
think I’m talking about 


(Scou ling): you 

the price 
of whale meat in Alaska? 

Susan: Don’t stop him, Anne. You're 
lucky. This means Don Meeker has 
made other plans and 

ANNE: 


You say he has changed his 
. S 


mind and is making some other 
arrangement? 

Horace (ods): My boss said the guy 
even apologized for making so much 
trouble. 

Anne: Mr. Bounce, you are not re- 
turning that bag of feed! 


? ald? ‘9 
looks startled. po! 


(HoRACE 
Don is making 
plans, is he? 

It’s 
I’m 


other (Turns to 
SuSAN enough! He 
thinks capable of taking 


care of a sack of feed. 


plain 
not 
He’s trying 
Well, 
I am entirely qualified to look after 
that purchase! 


to squirm out of his promise! 


Susan: Of course you are. But 


ANNE: This was to be my big oppor- 
tunity — (Turns to Horace) That 
purchase is not to be returned, Mr. 
Bounce! 

Horace: Now hold on 

ANNE (7'o0 Horace): Do you want to 
wreck the beginning of a romance? 
Do you want to ruin a perfect date 
to the high school prom? 

Horace: I only want to take back this 
bag of feed! (He leans over, begins to 
pick up sack. Suddenly ANNE reaches 
under divan and pulls out spear. She 
approaches Horace, holding spear in 
front of her.) Stop it, Mr. Bounce! 
(Horace looks at ANNE in horror. 
He drops the bag to the floor.) 

I’REDDIE: Hey, that’s my spear! 

ANNE (To Horace, as she advances): 
I am custodian of that purchase! 
(She Horace backs 
away. ANNE thrusts spear downward 


reaches bag. 
for emphasis.) And I expect to prove 
to Don Meeker that I — (She acci- 
dentally plunges head of spear into 
the side of feed sack. The sack rips 
slightly, and a bit of the contents seeps 
onto floor.) 

Susan (Shrieks): Anne, you’ve torn 
the bag! 

Horace: Ripped it wide open with 
that weapon! 

ANNE (Gazes at bag and backs away): 
Oh — oh — ! 

Susan: It'll spill all over the floor - 

Horace (7o ANNE): You’ve ruined a 


bag of stock feed, that’s what you’ve 
done! 


ANNE: I’ll pay for the damage 


Horace: You sure will! And I’m not 
returning a bag full of holes to the 
store. 


ANNE (Desperately): All right, all right! 





Just take it to the garage and — 

Horace: I’m not touching it. It’s 
yours! (He turns and marches toward 
center door.) And if I ever have 
another delivery for this address, I’m 
going to put in a complaint for unfair 
labor practices! (/e exits.) 

FREDDIE (7'0 ANNE): Now you’ve done 
it! 

Susan (Taking spear from ANNE): Give 
me that — before another redskin 
bites the dust! 

ANNE: We'll have to move the sack to 
the garage. 

FREDDIE: With feed spilling out all 
through the house? Mom’s guests 
would think we were raising chickens 
in the living room. 

ANNE: Then we'll sew up the hole. 
(To Susan) Run next door for a 
needle and thread. I don’t dare dis- 
turb Mother. (Jo Frepprr) And 
you put your fingers in the hole until 
Susan gets back. Don’t let any more 
feed spill on the floor! (FREDDIE 
falls to his knees at side of bag, and 
ANNE pushes his fingers into the hole.) 

FREDDIE: But I’m not responsible for 
this! 

ANNE (Desperately): Freddie, you have 
to help me. I tell you what — I'll 
guarantee that you receive your 
weekly allowance. If Father won’t 
pay you, I will. 

Freppie: You will? (Grins) Well, that 
being the case— (He thrusts his 
fingers further into the torn bag.) 

ANNE (7’o Susan): Hurry, Susan — 
Hurry! (Susan nods, steps to center 
door, still carrying the spear. She 


opens door, swings around, and slams 
door behind her.) 
Susan (Horrified): Anne! 


He’s here! 


ANNE: Who? 

Susan: Don Meeker — coming up the 
walk! 

ANNE: Oh, no! 

Susan: If he discovers you’ve stabbed 
his purchase in the back — 

ANNE: He won’t discover it! (She 
snatches up the rug which had pre- 
viously covered sack.) Susan, this 
rug — 

Susan: Again? 
snatches up one end of rug.) 

FREDDIE: But what about me? 

ANNE: Stretch out on that sack! 

FREDDIE: Gee whiz —! 

ANNE: And don’t you move! 

Susan: And keep your finger in that 
hole in the dike! 

FREppIE: But I — (The doorbell rings 
off-stage at center.) 

ANNE (70 FREppIE): Remember, I can 
save your allowance! (FREDDIE 
sprawls on top of feed sack, with his 
Singers in the torn portion. ANNE and 
Susan throw rug over FREDDIE and 
the bag. The doorbell rings again. 
SUSAN gazes at spear in her hand. 
Then she runs to door right and exits. 
ANNE moves upstage and throws open 
center door to Don MEEKER.) 

Don (Smiling at ANNE): Greetings! 

ANNE (Affecting surprise): Why, Don 
Meeker! My goodness, this is a sur- 
prise. Come in. (Don enters. He 
does not notice rug upstage.) 

Don: I guess you weren’t expecting me 
so soon. 

ANNE: But I 
Indeed I was. 
rived, Don. 

Don: I dropped by the store this morn- 
ing. I was told the package was 
already on the delivery truck. 


(ANNE nods. SUSAN 


was expecting you. 
Your purchase ar- 





ANNE: I know everything about it, 
Don — even what you said. But 
I’m keeping your purchase right 
here until you’re ready to take it 
home. 

Don (Puzzled) : Why, of course. (Smiles) 
After all, this was your suggestion. 
ANNE: You can depend upon me, Don. 
You needn’t change your plans. Just 
forget about making other arrange- 

ments. 

Don: Other arrangements? (SUSAN en- 
ters from right, without spear.) 

Susan (Without enthusiasm): Hello, 
Don. 

Don: Susan! I didn’t know you were 
around. 

Susan (Dryly): I am — unfortunately. 

Don (Jo Susan): Did Anne explain 
about my little purchase? 

Susan: I love that word “little.” (She 
moves near center.) 


ANNE (7'0 Don): You didn’t mind my 
telling Susan? 

Don: Of course not. 
we needn’t keep anything under 


(Smiles) Then 
cover. 

Susan (Potntedly): That’s what you 
think. (Don sits in chair right.) 

Don (70 Susan): I want to keep this a 
secret from my parents. 
understand, can’t you? 

Susan: A thing like this would paralyze 
my parents. 

Don (70 Susan): Wasn’t it thoughtful 
of Anne to take it in for me? 

Susan: Not only thoughtful, but over- 
whelming. 

Don: Dad and Mother are going to 
be surprised, all right. 
Mother. 

Susan: I can just see the expression on 
her face. 


You can 


Especially 


Don: Anne tells me the delivery has 
already been made. (He turns to 
ANNE.) I suppose it arrived safely? 
(ANNE nods nervously.) I hope you 

could slip it away without difficulty 
- I’ve thinking — if this 

should cause you any trouble or em- 


been 


barrassment 

ANNE: It won’t. That’s why I refused 
to let Mr. Bounce return it. 

Don: Return it? 

ANNE (Smiling): I’m entirely capable, 
Don. Now, I don’t want to hear 
another word on the subject. 

Don: What did you do with it? 

ANNE (With effort): Do with — what? 

Don: My purchase, of course. (There 
is a strained pause.) 

ANNE (Points unsteadily at rug up- 
stage): It’s over there. (DON turns, 
glances upstage, and sees the rug. He 
rises.) 

Don: Where? 

ANNE: Under that rug. I didn’t want 
Mother to see it. She’s entertaining 
in this room today — the officers of 
her club. 

Don: Yes, I know. My mother is one 
of the officers. (//e gazes again at 
rug.) Under that rug, you say? 
I’m afraid my purchase turned out 
larger than I expected. From the 
beginning I had a feeling that per- 
haps I shouldn’t send it out here - 

ANNE: Don’t you even say that, Don 
Meeker! 

Don: Do you think Mother will like 
it? 

Susan (Starts): Your mother? 

Don: She’s crazy about this sort of 
thing. She really eats it up. 

Susan: Oh, no! 

Don (Suddenly): But this is stupid of 





me. You girls haven’t even had a 
chance to look inside it. Let me 
show you — (He takes a step upstage 
toward rug.) 

ANNE (Dashing in front of Don): No! 
I mean — if somebody walked in, 
it —- it might be difficult to explain. 

Don: I suppose you're right 
pecially if I had to admit I’d pur- 
chased it for Mother. 

Susan (Dryly): 
lieve you. 

Don: I’m giving it to Mother as a 
birthday present. (Doorbell 
off center.) Was that the bell? 

ANNE: Someone is at the door! 


es- 


People wouldn’t be- 


rings 


Susan: Probably a hungry group from 
the stockyards. (ANNE opens center 
MEEKER 


She does not see 


door. CLARA stands in 


doorway. Don, who 
has paused near open doorway right.) 
Mrs. Meeker! 
gives a violent start, and exits right, 
closing the door behind him silently.) 
CLARA (Brightly): How are you, Anne? 
(She 


SUSAN.) 


ANNE (Gasps): (Don 


steps into the and sees 
Why, hello, Susan! (She 


moves down center, without noticing 


room, 


rug upstage.) 
Susan: Hello, Mrs. Meeker. 
follows CLARA downstage.) 


(ANNE 


Ciara: Our club sponsored dear Susan 
at music camp last summer. 

Susan (Dryly): And that’s where I 
should stayed —- under the 
murmuring pines and hemlocks. 

Ciara (7'o ANNE): I thought perhaps 
I could help your mother if I came 


have 


early. (She sits in chair right.) 
ANNE (With effort): It 
I’ll call her. 
CLARA (Turns to Susan): Is anything 

wrong with Anne? Somehow I have 


was sweet of 


you. 


a feeling she isn’t quite up to par 
today. 

Susan: That’s a common ailment 
around here. (SuSAN glances upstage 
at rug.) 

CLARA (Cheerfully): Of course you 
knew that Anne’s mother is enter- 
taining the new officers of the club? 
(Susan nods.) Such a task! I hope 
everything is covered. 

I know 
(MarTHA enters from left.) 

Martua: Clara! 

CLARA (Rises): Martha, my dear! (As 
Martua and CLARA speak, SUSAN 
silently moves to door right and exits.) 


SUSAN: something that is. 


I know you weren’t expecting any- 
one so early. But I thought I might 
be able to help. 

Marrua: You are 
around the room) Although I’m cer- 
tain that everything is under con- 
trol 
upstage) Oh, dear! 

Ciara: What’s the matter? 

Marta (Points at rug): Look at that 

still in the living room! (CLARA 

turns and gazes at rug.) 

Ciara: My goodness 


a dear. (Glances 


(Breaks off as she sees the rug 


what is it? 
Martua: Anne promised she’d have it 
out of here before the meeting. 
Excuse me, Clara. (She crosses left, 
opens door, calls.) Anne — Oh, Anne! 
(Turns, closes door behind her.) I 
don’t mind telling you, Clara — at 
times a daughter can be a problem. 
Ciara: A son, too, for that matter. 
(She sits in chair right.) Although 
Don is a_ wonderful boy. 
divan.) He’s so 
dependable. Tor 


my 
(MARTHA sits on 
conscientious and 


weeks he has been staying overtime 


at school. 





Martua: He’s not falling behind in 
his studies! 

Ciara: Of course not! Don has been 
simply head over heels in research. 

MartTua: Research? 

Ciara: He’s 
he needed the reference books in the 


written an and 


essay, 

library. You can imagine how late 
he has been in getting home, day 
after day. 
the contest? 

Martua: Contest? 


Hasn’t Anne mentioned 

No not that I 
remember. 

Ciara: The essay contest was on the 
subject, “Wholesome Diets for the 
Modern Student.” 
hasn’t a chance to win, but wouldn’t 
it be exciting if his essay should take 


I suppose Don 


first place? 
Martrua: When 


announced? 


will the winner be 


Ciara: I don’t know. The contest is 
sponsored by a breakfast food manu- 
But I don’t 
know what we’d do with the top 


facturer. (Laughs) 


prize. I believe it’s a year’s ‘supply 
of cereal 

Marrua: I’m sure you’d be proud 
if — (Breaks off suddenly) Cereal? 
Clara, did you say the first prize was 
cereal? 

Ciara: Yes 


gazes at rug. 


(MARTHA rises slowly and 

CLARA looks puzzled. 

Martha, what’s wrong? 

Clara, let 
is the winner of the best 


MARTHA: 


straight 


me get this 
essay to receive a year’s supply of 


cereal? (CLARA nods.) Then 


then Don won the prize! 


CLARA (Jumps up) What! 


Marta (Steps to center, indicates rug 


There it is under that rug. 


CiarA (Almost speechless): Martha, 
you're joking! 

Marrua: I am not joking. Anne told 
me she’s keeping something under 

Don. 

And 


there which belongs to your 
It was delivered this morning. 
Anne did admit it was cereal. 

CiarA: Martha! 

Marna: She wouldn’t let me look at 
it. But she promised to put it in 
the garage. 

Ciara: Martha, I’m simply speechless! 

Marrua (Peers again at bag): Really 
though, I didn’t remember it was so 
large or such a strange shape 

Ciara: I’ve never been so excited in 
my life! Don must be keeping it as 

[ do have a birth- 
(Take 8s a 

toward rug) | simply can’t wait to 

(Breaks Oh, but I 

mustn’t peek, I know. I wonder 


a surprise for me. 


day next week ste Pp 


off, pauses 
what sort of cereal it is. 

Marrua: As top prize in a breakfast 
food contest, it should be terribly 
nutritious. 

My, how I'd 

that! 

Let’s serve 


Ciara (Points to rug): 
like to teeth 
Martha, 


samples of it this afternoon 


get into 


my 

I’ve an idea. 

along 
with your refreshments. 

MAarTHA: Serve it to the other officers? 

We'll 

ment party in honor of Don. It'll be 


CLARA: make it an announce- 

ever so much more exciting than 

keeping it as a secret for my birth- 
day. We might as well start eating 
it at once. 

Marrua (Doubtfully): 1 wouldn’t want 
to do anything which might upset 
Anne or Don 

Ciara: They won’t mind! And can't 
you just see the ladies when they 





. 


begin gobbling up those delicious 

goodies? (She takes a step toward 

rug, then pauses.) Do you suppose 
it’s an assortment? I do hope we can 
uncover plenty of big, chewy raisins. 
(ANNE enters from left.) 

ANNE (Weakly): Did 
me, Mother? 

Ciara (Turns to ANNE): Anne, 
dear, we know all about it! 

ANNE (Startled): About what? 

CLARA: We've guessed what’s under 
the rug! 

ANNE (Aghast): What! 

CLARA (Triumphantly) : It’s a year’s 
supply of breakfast cereal! 

Marrua (7’o0 ANNE): You said it was 
cereal, darling. And you admitted 
it belonged to Don 

Ciara (70 ANNE): The dear boy won 

But we 
We'll 


-did you call 


my 


it on his essay, didn’t he? 


shan’t wait for my birthday. 


unveil it this afternoon. 
ANNE: Unveil this afternoon -—? 
Ciara: Your mother and I will serve 

bowls of cereal to the 


(ANNE stands in horrified silence. 


guests. 


Marna (Soothingly, to ANNE): I know 
the award was meant as a secret, 
dear. But I’m sure Don will under- 
stand. 
ANNE (Gasps): But you — you can’t! 
you don’t realize what’s 
that (The 


BARTON HILLMAN enters. 


I mean 


under rug! center door 


opens. 

BARTON (As he removes his hat): Am I 
in time for the party? 

Marrua: Barton! 

Ciara: Mr. Hillman, my dear man! 
You’d never guess! We're serving 
heaping bowls of breakfast cereal! 

Barton (Startled): What’s that? 


Marrua (Indicates rug upstage): It’s 
under that rug, Barton. 

Barton: Cereal — under the rug? 

Ciara (Triumphantly): A year’s sup- 
ply! 

BarTON: See here, I don’t get this. 

ANNE (Suddenly steps forward): 
Father 

Barton: What’s the matter with you? 

Ciara: It’s really nothing, Mr. Hill- 

The dear girl is just upset 

learned the little 


man. 
because we've 
secret. 
Marrua: Clara — (Gazes at rug) That 
I’m certain it has expanded 


since I was in here a few minutes 


cereal 


ago. Do you suppose it’s swelling or 
something? 
Barton: What in the name of common 
sense is going on around here? 
CLARA (Pays no attention to BARTON): 
It is possible, Martha. 
how this damp weather is. 


You know 


MartrHa: Perhaps we should crisp it 
up in the oven. 

Mr. Hill- 

man, you're elected to carry the 

Then we'll 

- (From 


CLARA: An excellent idea! 


cereal into the kitchen. 
pop it into the oven and 
under rug FREDDIE gives out with a 
wild yell.) 

ReDDIE: No, you won't! (/e leaps up, 
flings back the CLARA and 
Marrua shriek. BARTON gasps.) 

Marrna: Freddie Hillman! 

Freppoie (Wildly 

(He 

BARTON grasps his arm.) 


Barton (Shouts): Hold on here, young 
! 


ru. 


Lemme out of 


here! starts to plunge across 


stage. 


man 


Freppie (Wails lowdly 


in the oven! 


Nobody’s 
I don’t 
(Door at right 


going to put me 


need crisping up! 





d Down 


{ PQaUse 


and SUSAN an 


The 


Opens, slep 


stile ntly into room. near 
dooru ay.) 


Crara (To Why 


you’re not a year’s supply of break- 


FREDDIE why, 
fast cereal! 

FreppiE (Frees himself from BARTON 

It’s 


breaks into 


and points at ANNI Anne’s 
fault! (Suddenly ANNE 
a sob. She drops onto divan, weeping 
loudly. DON steps forward. 
Don: Anne — Anne 
CuARA (Sees Don for 


Why 


BARTON | Loudly and de 


he first time): 
why, Don! 

sperat ly): I de- 
mand to know what’s going on! 
(Between sobs): Don didn't 

. there 


ANNE 
didn’t win any contest 
wasn’t breakfast cereal 
. there 
l'reddie and 
I I tore a the sack and 
and Mr. Bounce wouldn't 
Then Don showed up and I — I] 
And Freddie 


he (Nhe 


there any 
wasn't anything except 
the feed 


ti CS stock 


le in 
move 
il 
had to use the rug 
couldn’t 


, . ’ , , 
bre aks anto a loud sol 


move beea Isc 
Barton: That daughter of mine is out 


of her mind! 


CLARA: But Don, you won the essay 


contest you received a year’s sup- 
ply of breakfast cereal 

Don: I did Mother. I simply 
made a purchase for your birthday. 
I had it sent over here. 


not, 


Susan: You certainly did 
stock feed! 

Don (Startled): Stock feed? Of course 
not 


a bag of 


Mother, I bought you a dress- 
ing gown. It was supposed to arrive 
here this morning. 


Susan (Gasps): Dressing gown? Then 


40 


somebody has made a horrible mis- 
take! 

Don: Mother, thought I 
doing research on the essay. 


was 
But 
I’ve been working after school every 


you 


day, so I’d have cash to buy you a 
special gift. 

Ciara: Don! (Begins to smile) Why 
that’s wonderful! A job is ever so 
much nicer than a year’s supply of 
breakfast food 
in it, 

FREDDIE: But what about that bag of 
stock feed? After Mr. Bounce de- 

it, he got a call 


even with raisins 


livered from his 
store 

Don (Breaks in emphatically): I tell 

you I didn’t order stock feed! 

I did. (All turn 
to BARTON in amazement. 

Marrua: Barton jou? 

Barron: I had a chance to take over a 
riding horse on that old debt I’ve 

to collect. I figured 

everything was settled, so I ordered 

(To 

I thought Freddie might 


Barton (Suddenly 


been trying 
a bag of feed sent over here. 
MARTHA) 
enjoy owning a horse. 
I’REDDIE: .fe — own a horse? 
Barton: I phoned to break the news 
to your mother. But she said you 
were still up to your neck in African 
spears and jungle helmets. I 
I told them at the feed 
store to pick up the sack of feed and 
I'd return the (FREDDIE 
stands frozen in amazement.) Then I 


So 
gave up. 
horse. 


and walked into this! 
Barton, if I'd 


came home 
Marrua: Oh, only 
realized 
ANNE (IWWeeps again): Freddie’s right. 
iverything’s my fault! 


Don: Now Anne 





ANNE (Cries softly): I know you'll 
never forgive me. For the rest of 
my life you’ll never forgive me 

Don (Begins to grin): Young lady, 
that’s something we'll discuss in 
detail — on our date for the high 
school prom. 

ANNE (Looks up): Date? Don, do 
that? (Don _ nods. 

Don takes her hand. 

MARTHA 


do you mean 
ANNE rises. 
Suddenly gasps audibly, 
and points to FREDDIE, who stands 
slightly upstage, in a complete trance.) 

Martua: Barton, look! (All turn 
toward FREDDIE) Something’s wrong 
with Freddie! He isn’t even moving! 

CLARA: My goodness, he’s turned to 
stone! 

SUSAN (Nods): 
Courthouse lawn! 

Barton (Steps to Freppie, 
him roughly on the back): Freddie! 
lreddie, snap out of it! You’re in 
a daze, boy. What’s the matter? 

FreDDIE (With effort): I — I — Dad, 
can you still make a deal for that 
riding horse? 

Barton: Why, ves 

FREDDIE 


Like the statue on our 


Ss k 1 ps 


I think so 

wath a shout): 
Then outta my way! Outta my way 
(He 


(Suddenly, 

every be dy! waves his arms, 
dashes upstage. 

Martua: He ts alive! 

Barton (Calls out): Freddie, 
vou going? 


FREDDIE (Pau 


where are 
ses at center door, turns 
I’m calling a special meeting of the 
Little Dynamite Club. My 
project broneo-busting on the 
Western Cowboys, here I 
come! (He gives a shattering cowboy 
through 
The curtain quick ly falls 
THE END 


new 
plains! 


} 
ell, then plunges 


mooruvary, 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Take Care, ANNE! 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Anne, Susan and Don wear every- 
day school clothes. Freddie is dressed in a 
pair of tropical shorts, a T-shirt, and a 
lightweight helmet. Mrs. Hillman wears a 
party dress; Mrs. Meeker, a suit and gay 
hat. Mr. Hillman wears a business suit 
and hat. Mr. Bounce is dressed in work 
clothing and a battered hat. 

Properties: Long-handled spear; large burlap 
bag, filled with “feed’’ (sawdust). 

Setting: A neat and attractive living room. 
There are three entrances to the room: the 
outside door at center rear, a door at left 
which connects with the rear portion of the 
house, and a door at right which leads to 
the library. Downstage left is a divan. An 
armchair is downstage right. On floor in 
front of the divan is a large “throw’’ rug, 
of sufficient size to cover both Freddie and 
the bag of feed. Low tables, extra chairs, 
etc., may be added to complete the fur- 
nishings. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 





The Rock 


by Shirley Simon 


Characters 
DUKE 
Maucomp, the Grand Wizard 
CLARA 
MorTHER 
MERCHANT 
WoMAN 
ARTHUR 
MARYBELLE 
<a 


Lucy 


ch tldre n 


of T ssa 
I’reD, son of Lucy 


(QWENDOLYN 


THOMA 3, SO? 


Time: Long, long ago 


SET rING: A road, ’ ath a treeand a large 
rock beside it. 
Ar Rise: Ciara 


stand tall ind. 


and her MorHer 

Moruer: When will you start working 
for the seamstress, my daughter? 
(DukrE and MA.LcoMB enter, unseen 
by CLARA and MoruHer.) 

Ciara (Laughs): Never. That crabby 
old thing would have me sewing 
from morning ’til night, and I will 
have none of it. You should have 
seen her pinched face when I told 
her. 

Moruer: But, my child 

CLARA (Ignoring interruption): I told 


her, “}ou can sit and sew, ’til your 


back breaks and your eyes burn.” 
Moruer (Wringing her hands): But 
Clara, we must eat. How will we 


eat if you will not work? 


Ciara: Don’t be silly, Mother. The 
Duke will provide. He always gives 
food to the poor, and no one goes 
hungry in all his land. 

Moruer: I am afraid the Duke is loo 
good to us, Clara. The people are 
becoming lazy and selfish. 

Ciara: Oh, hush, Mother. Eliza and I 
are going picnicking this morning, 
and I must be off. Isn’t 
a picnic more pleasant than a stuffy 
old workshop? (Skips off. MorTHER 
slowly follows. DuKxr and MaLcoms 
come to the center of the stage.) 

Duke: It is just as I feared, Malecomb, 
my Grand Wizard. The people are 


(Laughs) 


taking advantage of my kindness. 
Ma.coms: It is true. Three times in 
the past week I have overheard men 
say, “Let the Duke do it.” 
Duke: They are becoming lazy and 
. . like the spoiled chil- 
dren of a loving parent. It is time 
they were taught a lesson. 
Matcoms: It is, indeed. 
Duke: Do you see this rock? (Points 
I wonder. . . If 
it were placed right in the middle of 
this road, do you think there is one 


arrogant 


to rock under tree) 


person in my dukedom who would 
be ambitious enough to move it aside 
and unselfish enough to do this little 
work for the good of the town? 

Matcoms: There is one way to find 
out. (DuKE and Wizarp drag rock 
to center of stage.) 





Duke: Just to make things interesting, 
I will put this purse under the rock. 
(Places purse under rock) There is a 
fortune in this purse, and it is for 
that kind and helpful person who will 
move the rock out of the road. I 
wish we could see the expression on 
the face of the one who finds the 
purse. 

Matcoms: We can, Your Highness. 
Let us hide behind this tree. Then 
we need not miss the fun. (MALcomB 
and DuKeE hide behind tree. WoMAN 
and MERCHANT enter.) 

Woman: Look at this —a rock right 

(Sets market basket 

rock.) It is a 


in the roadway. 

down on regular 
monster of a rock. 

Mercnant: What a nuisance! A car- 
riage will not be able to get around 
it. This might well interfere with 
the trade in town. 

Woman: Perhaps you and I together 
could move it. 

MercHant: Why bother? 
carriage will not go down this road 
today, so why should I work myself 
into a lather for the others? By 
tomorrow the Duke will have moved 
it. 

Woman: You are right. The Duke’s 
men will tend to it, I 
(Picks up basket) 

Mercuant: The Duke will do it. 
(MrrRcHANT and WoMAN exit. AR- 
THUR and MARYBELLE enter left, 
skipping.) 


My own 


am sure. 


MARYBELLE: Look, Arthur — a 
rock, right in the middle of the road. 


big 


Artuur: So it is, and blocking the 
(MARYBELLE gels up on 
rock and does a little dance on tt.) 


road, too. 


If we call the others, perhaps we can 
push it out of the way. 

MaryYBELLE (Still dancing): Why in- 
terrupt the picnic? The Duke will 
take care of it, I am sure. 

Arruur: Perhaps you are right. (AR- 
THUR and MARYBELLE exit right. 
Lucy and Tessa enter left. Both are 
carrying market baskets.) 

Tessa: Look, sister. A huge rock — 
right in the center of the road. I 
wonder why the Duke allows such a 
thing. 

Lucy: Perhaps he doesn’t know about 
it. (Walks around rock, examining 
it) A carriage could not get around 
this rock. Perhaps if you and I 
pushed it together we could roll it 
out of the way. 

Tessa (Sits on rock): Nonsense, sister. 
Why wear ourselves out? The Duke 
will send his men over soon, and they 
will remove it. Tell me, sister, how 

is your son Fred? 

He tends 

his sheep and sings in the choir and 

goes courting Gwendolyn. 


Lucy: As usual, of course. 


Tessa (Snorts): Hmph. He is wasting 
his time. Gwendolyn will never 
have the likes of him when she can 
have my Thomas, a fine lad with a 
promising future. 

Lucy (Protesting): My Fred is a good 
boy. He is kind and understanding. 

Tessa: But merely a shepherd, none- 
theless. 

Lucy: Fred loves his work. And he is 
one of the best-liked shepherds in 
these parts. 


Tessa: My Thomas has an important 
profession. (Stands and struts a bit) 
He went away to school to become a 


wizard — and I’ll wager he earns 





more in an hour than your boy does 
in a week. He need not work so 
hard, either. 
Lucy: I thought all wizards worked 
hard and served the people. 
Tessa: Nonsense. Not any 
(Sits on rock) Thomas is expecting 
an appointment as Assistant to the 
Grand Wizard at the palace of the 
Duke. And knows how 
easy those palace jobs are. Thomas 
tells us there is leisure aplenty in 
The Wizard 
becoming old and feeble, Thomas 


more. 


everyone 


wizardry. Grand is 
says, and it is only a matter of time 
before is (MALCOMB 
comes out from behind tree and starts 


he retired. 


for Tessa, but Duke pulls him back.) 


Then, naturally, my Thomas will be 
appointed in his place. 

Lucy (Impressed): My, my! 

Now do 


| speak of Thomas’ 


that 
future? 


TESSA: you wonder 
fine 
Gwendolyn will certainly choose my 
Thomas. She is no fool. (Jumps up) 
My son, the 


I must leave, sister. 


will be home and 
it is only fitting that I serve him 
cakes his tea. (Hxrits right. 
GWENDOLYN and FRED enter left.) 

FRED: Good day, Mother. You look 


Is troubling 


wizard, soon, 


with 


dejected. something 
you? 


Lucy . No, dear. 


I were just. 


Nothing. Tessa and 

There is nothing 
wrong. 

GWENDOLYN: I'll wager Tessa told you 

the 

of 


virtues 
| 
ner 


about and promising 


the wizard 


future son, 
Thomas. 
Lucy: That she did, 


you guess? 


child. How did 


GWENDOLYN: It’s an easy for I 


guess, 
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have heard the tale often. (Mimics) 
“Gwendolyn would be a fool to 
prefer the shepherd Fred to the 
wizard Thomas.” (Goes to FReEp, 
Behold a fool! 

Lucy: You are a fine girl, Gwendolyn. 


takes his arm) 


And I am a foolish woman to pay 

to (Cheerfully) 
Goodbye, my children. (/xits right) 

rep: I wish I had a high station, 
Gwendolyn, to make you and Mother 
proud. 

GWENDOLYN: We are 
Fred. There is no finer shepherd in 
all the Dukedom, and no kinder, 
better man. You should 
happy and content. 

rep (Sits on rock): Still, I do wish for 


heed my sister. 


proud of you, 


be most 


a small one per- 
This 


could 


fortune — just 
(Laughs) 


I 


a 


haps. is indeed 


foolishness. never come 


close to one. (Jumps up) That’s 
funny! 

GWENDOLYN: What is? 

rep: This rock I don’t remember 
that it was here before. 

GWENDOLYN: Nor L. It is right in the 
middle of the road. 

Frep: A earriage could not go around 
It. 


THoMas enters left. 


(Bends down to examine rock 

Tuomas: I have been looking for you, 
Gwendolyn. What is this? 
\ rock in the road? 

Frep: That it is, cousin. And if you 
will step aside, I will push it out of 


\ Ste IPs 


the way. 
Tuomas: Don't ridiculous, cousin 
Just let it be the Duke will send 


his men along presently and take 


be 


care of the job 
FrepD: Suppose a carriage should come 


] 
AiIoOng 





Tuomas: Let the driver worry. I 
would not concern myself with such 
matters. You may have heard that 
I am awaiting an appointment as 
Assistant to the Royal Grand Wiz- 
ard. 

FreD: We have heard. 

GWENDOLYN: Six or seven times each 
day. 

FRED: It will be a fine position, cousin. 

Tuomas: That it will, And an easy 
one. The Grand Wizard works hard, 
old fool that he is (MALcoms puts 
he ad out from be hind tree, shake Ss his 
fist, but ts again pulled back by 
Duke), but J shall not exert myself 
too much. 

FRED: Please step aside, cousin, so I 
may move the rock. 

Tuomas (Moving): If you insist. 
don’t expect me to help you. 
better things to do. 

Frep: | thank you. 
(Pushes (GQWENDOLYN 
pushes also, then shakes hands in 
despair. Finally FRepd succeeds in 
pushing it to side of road. FRED 
notices purse. A moment later THOMAS 

Both le ap for it, but 


But 
I’ve 
can manage, 


and tugs. 


notices purse. 


FRED reaches it first and picks it up.) 


What’s this? 

one! 
Tuomas (Reaching for purse which 

FRED holds out of his reach): What 
We will be 


A purse, and a full 


have we found, cousin? 
wealthy! 

GWENDOLYN: What do mean 

Thomas? Fred found the 
purse when he moved the rock. 

Frep: I will give this to the Duke. 
Probably some poor fellow is search- 
ing for it right now. Perhaps it con- 
tains his fortune. 


you 
“we,” 


Tuomas (Still reaching for purse): It 
contains our fortune, cousin. I 
know an old saying, “Finders keep 
the purse, losers feel the worse.” 

FRED (Still holding purse out of reach): 
I, too, know an old saying, “Always 
unto others do what you would 
they’d do for you.” I will give this 
to the Duke. (Peers into purse) 
It does indeed contain someone’s 
fortune, and our good Duke will 
discover whose. 

Duke (Coming out from behind tree): 
The fortune is yours, shepherd. 

Frep, THomMas and GWENDOLYN (Ad 
lib): The Duke! It’s the Duke! 
(Ete.) 

Frep: But Sire, this purse — I don’t 
understand. 

Duke: I placed the purse there myself 
for the one who would be ambitious 
enough and unselfish enough to move 
the rock from the road. You have 
done it—and so the fortune is 
yours. 

FreD: Oh, thank you, Your Highness. 
(Joyously) Gwendolyn! Now we can 
be married! 

GWENDOLYN: We can indeed! (Dances) 
We can indeed! (FRED and GwEn- 
DOLYN do a little jig together, which 
ends with Frep’s jumping onto the 
rock and dancing on it.) 

FrepD: My lucky rock! 

Tuomas (Kicks rock with his foot): 
Oooohh, you miserable rock! If 
only J were the one who found the 
purse. (7'0 GWENDOLYN) Gwen- 
dolyn! Won’t you re-consider? He 
is still only a shepherd. You cannot 
make a wizard out of a shepherd, 
even with a silk purse. (GWENDOLYN 
continues to dance, shakes her head 





“No.” Tuomas turns to DUKE) 
Moving a rock from the road is a 
small matter, Sire, and not deserving 
of such a rich reward. (MALCOMB 
comes out from behind tree.) 

Maucoms: Small matter it is, but how 
many went by without caring? 

Tuomas (Agitated): The Grand Wiz- 
ard! 

Matcoms: Ah, yes, my young friend. 
I am that old fool of whom you 
spoke — the old fool who will see 
that no lazy and arrogant young 
man receives an appointment as 
Assistant Grand Wizard. 

Tuomas: Oh, Sire, forgive me. I spoke 
hastily. I’ve been counting on that 
appointment! 

Matcoms: You will receive an appoint- 
ment, young man, but not as Assist- 
ant Grand Wizard. West of here is 
a little mountain village that is 
known for the hard work and rugged 
life of the people. There lives an old 
Sorcerer, and his third assistant is 
in need of a third assistant. That is 
your appointment! 

Tuomas: Third assistant to the third 


assistant! In that dreary village 
you describe? Oh, no, Sire! 

Duke: It will do you no good to argue, 
lad. The Wizard’s word is final. 

Maucoms: In a few years, when you 
have learned some humility, I will 
send for you — maybe. 

GWENDOLYN: Go, Thomas. It will do 
you good. It will make a Wizard out 
of you. (Laughs. Tuomas slinks off 
right.) 

FrepD: What a day! I’ve found a for- 
tune and won my love. 

GWENDOLYN: And I. I may marry my 
true love. 

Maucoms: And I have saved the post 
of Assistant Grand Wizard from an 
undeserving applicant. 

Duke: AndI.. I have been the 
most fortunate of all. I have re- 
discovered my faith in my dukedom. 
I have found an 
worthy subject. 

Matcoms: All because of a rock in the 
road. 

Au: All because of a rock in the road! 
(Curtain) 


unselfish and a 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Rock 
Characters: 6 male; 7 female. 
Playing Time: 10 minutes. 
Costumes: All characters wear clothing ap- 


pro yriate to a fairy tale. 
Ma 


The Duke and 


comb wear long robes; Malecomb wears 


a tall hat 
symbols. 


decorated 
The merchant is richly attired. 
All others are dressed as peasants. 


with astrological 


Fred 


has a shepherd’s crook. 


Properties: Purse; market baskets for women. 

Setting: The stage represents a road, with a 
large tree upstage right. There is a rock 
large enough to stand on in front of the 
tree. A backdrop of meadows, hills, etc., 
may be added, if desired. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Prince and the Pauper 


by Mark Twain 
adapted by Elizabeth Brenner 


Characters 

Tom Canty 

2 GUARDS 

PRINCE EDWARD 

Lorp St. JOHN 

Earu oF HERTFORD 

PAGE 

JoHN Canty, T'0m’s father 

Moruer, T'om’s mother 

GAMMER Canty, 7'0m’s grandmother 

Huao ; \ John Canty’s friends 

RUFFLER } 

CrowpD 

LORDS 

LADIES 

Roya DIAPERER 

Roya. CuUPBEARER 

Roya TASTER 

First GROOM OF THE 
CHAMBER 

Lorp CHIEF BUTLER 

Lorp GREAT STEWARD | 

Lorp Hrap Cook 

TRUMPETER or DRUMMER 

HERALD 

Time: Early sixteenth century. 

SetTTiInG: Outside gate of Westminster 
Palace. 

BeroreE Rise: 2 Guarps march on- 
stage and station themselves on either 
side of the center of the curtain. 
Crowp wanders on from both sides, 
mumbling and talking about the royal 
family. 

lst WomAN: Perhaps the King himself 
will come outside today. 

2nD Woman: You hope for too much. 
If only I could get a glimpse of the 


] 
| 
| attendants 


young Prince! They say he is very 
handsome. 

Ist Man: I hear the King is ill. He’ll 
not show himself this afternoon. 
(Tom Canty enters and wanders 
towards center.) 

3RD WomMAN: I saw the royal Princess 
only last Sunday. She grows more 
beautiful every day. (Tom faces 
center of curtain, as if peering through 
it.) 

2np Man (7'0 Tom): Look out, young 
fellow. Standing there is not a safe 
occupation for the likes of you. 

Tom (Excitedly turning to the crowd): 
The Prince! I can see the Prince! 
Crowp (Ad lib): The Prince! Let me 

see! (Htc.) 

Ist Guarp: (Grabbing Tom and holding 
his arms behind his back, as Tom 
struggles): Mind your manners, you 
young beggar! (Crown laughs and 
peers.) 

Tom (As Prince Epwarp steps out 
from curtain): Let me go! Let me 
go! 

3RD MAN (Quickly): Look, the Prince 
is here! 

4TH Man (Almost at the same time): 
The Prince has come out of the 
Palace grounds! 

Crowp (General murmur): It’s really 
the Prince! (£tc.) 

PRINCE (Indignantly, to lst GUARD): 
How dare you treat a poor lad like 
that! How dare you use my father’s 
lowest subject so! Release him! 
(Guarp does so.) Open the gates and 





let him in. (To Crowp) Away with 
you! 

Crown (Cheering and slowly moving 
off-stage): Long live the Prince of 
Wales! Hurrah for the Prince! 

Prince (To Tom, after Crown 1s off- 

tired and hungry; 

ill-treated. 
salute 

PRINCE 


slag You look 

Come 
PRINCI 
Tom 
GUARDS turn 


you have been 


with me. (Gi 
uith s 
exit be t 
and march off- st ge.) 

* oe os * * 


ARDS 
and 


LoTras, as 


vreen curtains. 


SCENE | 
Time: A few minutes later 
SetTinG: 7'he chamber of the Prince 
At Rise: 
spread table and looking at it with awe 


Tom is sitting at a lavishly 
as he eats. PRINCE walks about room 
as he talks to Tom. 

Good. Now that I’ve dis- 
missed my attendants, we can talk. 


PRINCE: 


What is your name? 

Tom: Tom Canty, if it please you, sir. 
(Tom eagerly takes mouthful and eats 
throughout conversation.) 

Prince: ’Tis an odd name. Where do 
you live? 

Tom: Offal Court, in the city, sir 

Prince (Staring at Tom): Offal Court! 
Another odd Have 
parents? 


hame you 
Tom: I have two parents and Gammer 


Canty, my grandmother, besides; 
but I do not care so much for her, 


if | 


SISLCTS, 


may say So, Sil I also have 
Nan and Bet 

Prince: Is your gra 
) 


to you! 
Tom: She has, I fear, a wicked heart, 


idmother not kind 


1d is not kind to me or to anyone 


E>; Does sh 


mistreat you? 


Tom: There are times when she beats 
me, sir. 

Prince (Stalking in- 
dignantly): Beats you — and you so 
frail and small. (Stamping foot and 

To the Tower with her! 

Tom: Sir, you forget our low station. 


around room 


waving arm) 


The Tower is only for great crimi- 
nals. 

PRINCE (Coming to sit at table): So it is. 
I shall have to think of some other 
punishment for her. Is your father 
kind to you? 

Tom: No worse than my grandmother, 
sir, but my mother is good to me, as 
are my sisters. 

Prince: Well, that is better! Tell me 
more about your life at Offal Court 
what do you do for fun there? 

Tom: Oh, we do have a good time 
there, except when we are hungry. 
There are Punch and Judy shows 

(PRINCE ts 

growing excited and eagerly leans 


and dancing monkeys! 


across table.) 

PRINCE: Yes, yes, go on! 

Tom: We boys of Offal Court have 
sparring matches and races and in 
the summer we wade and swim in 
the canals and the river 

PRINCE (Jumping up from table): It 
would be worth my father’s kingdom 
to enjoy that just once! 

Tom: We dance and sing around the 
Maypole and roll in the mud and 
Prince: Oh, say no more! If only I 
could wear clothes like yours just 
once and run barefoot through mud 

I think I would give up my crown 
for that! 

Tom: If I could wear such fine clothes 
as yours just once — 

Prince: Would you really like that? 
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(Tom nods head eagerly.) Then it 
shall be. I’ll call the servants to clear 
away the table. While they are at 
that, you and I shall go into the next 
room and exchange clothing. (Calls 
off-stage) Page! 

PaGE (Entering): Yes, your Highness? 

PRINCE: Tell the First Groom of the 
Chamber, the Royal Diaperer, the 
Royal Cupbearer, the Royal Taster, 
the Lord Chief Butler, the Lord 
Great Steward and the Lord Head 
Cook to come and clear away this 
table. 

PaGE (Bowing): Yes, your Highness. 
(PAGE exits.) 

Prince (Taking Tom’s arm): Quickly 
—follow me. Now’s our chance. 
My attendants will be occupied and 
will not find us. (PRINCE and Tom 
exit. A moment later, from opposite 
side, Royat Diaperer, Royau Cur- 
BEARER, Royau Taster, First 
GROOM OF THE CHAMBER, LORD 
CuieFr Butter, Lorp Great STEW- 
ARD and Lorp Heap Cook march in 
single file and stand in line behind the 
table. Very seriously, the first in line 
picks up the glass and passes it down 
the line, each nodding to the next as he 
passes tt on. Th 
hands tt to someone off-stage. 


last man in line 
This is 
continued with the plates, silverware, 
and two chairs. Finally, the two men 
nearest the table pick that up, nod to 


the others, and they march off-stag: 


single file. Prince and Tom enter 
from other side. They have now ez- 
Good! They are 
gone again. (Rushing across stage) 


changed clothing.) 


Come here, let’s look into this glass. 
(Tom crosses stage behind PRINCE. 
Note: There may be a real mirror on 
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stage, or Tom and PRINCE may pre- 
tend to face one off-stage. They stand 
staring at the mirror, then at each 
other, then at the mirror again, then at 
each other.) What do you make of 
this, Tom Canty? 

Tom: Your worship, do not make me 
answer. It is not right that a person 
of my station say such a thing. 

Prince: Then J will say it. You have 
the same hair, the same eyes, the 
same voice and manner, the same 
stature, the same face as I. (Taking 
Tom’s hand) Now that 
exchanged clothing, there’s no one 
who could tell us apart. (Looking at 
Tom’s Where did you get 
that bruise on your hand? 


we have 


hand) 


Tom: It is nothing, sir. The poor guard 
at the gate 
PRINCE (Stamping his foot): That was 
a cruel thing to do. I’ll speak to him 
Do not move until I return. 
(Exits. Quick 
As curtain closes, GUARDS 
enter and station themselves as before. 
Crown gathers on either side. PRINCE 
shouts from behind curtains.) Open! 
Unbar the 
swords and pull curtains apart enough 
at center for PRINCE to step through. 
As 


GUARD grabs him, as he had done 


at once. 
That is a command. 
curtain. 


gates! (GUARDS raise 


PRINCE quickly steps through, 


before to ‘Tom and pushes him away.) 

Ist GuarD: Away with you, beggar! 
(Crown laughs mockingly.) 

2nD GuarD: That’s what you get for 
making trouble for us with the 
Prince. 

PRINCE (Stamping his foot): I am the 
Prince of Wales and you will be 
hanged for laying a hand on me. 
(CrowpD roars with laughter.) 





Ist Guarp (Saluting mockingly): 
I salute your gracious Highness. 
(Angrily) Be off, you crazy rubbish! 
(The Crown laughs. JoHN CANTY 
enters.) 

JOHN (Approaching PRINCE): So there 
you are, out gawking at royalty and 
haven’t begged a farthing for me, I 
warrant. If it be so, I’ll break all the 
bones in your body, or I’m not John 
Canty. 

Prince (Staring at JoHNn): So you’re 
his father. Then you will fetch him 
away and restore me to the palace. 

Joun: His father? I am your father, 
and I’ll pound that lesson into you, 
I will. 

Prince: Do not joke or delay any 
longer. Take me to the King my 
father and he shall make you rich. 
Believe me—I am the 
Prince of Wales. 

Joun (Shaking his head in disbelief): 
He’s always had a fancy for royalty, 
but now he’s gone stark mad. But 
mad or not, Gammer Canty and I 
will cure the likes of you. (JOHN 
Canty collars the Prince and drags 
him off. The 
laughing, follows.) 


* * * * * 


indeed 


Crown, hooting and 


SCENE 2 
Time: The next day. 
SETTING: A table in 
the PriNce’s quarters is elaborately 


Same as Sce ne 1. 
spre ad for dinne < 

At Rise: Lorp St. Joun and Ear or 
HERTFORD ar Lorp Sr. 

talks. 


on-stage. 
JOHN paces nervously as he 


The Ear OF HERTFORD is inspecting 
and rearranging things on the table. 
St. Jonn: What do you think, Lord 

Hertford? 


Hertrorp: It worries me, Lord St. 
John. The King is near his end and 
my nephew is mad; mad he will 
mount the throne, and mad he will 
remain. God protect England; she 
will need it! 

Sr. Jonn (Approaching table): But — 
have you no doubts as to — as to — 
(HERTFORD stands and gazes at him.) 

HERTFORD: Speak on — doubts as to 
what? 

Str. Joun: I am loath to say what is on 
my mind, and you so closely related 
to him, my lord. Beg pardon if I 
offend you then, but seems it not to 
you that his manner and speech 
differ in some trifles from what they 
were before? He did not recognize 
his own father and he insists that 
he is not the Prince! 

Hertrorp: Peace, my lord, you utter 

treasonous words. Remember the 
King’s command. 

Sr. Joun (Concerned): True, true, I 
did forget myself. (Walking around 
and trying to convince self) Yes, he 
must be the Prince. There could not 
be two in the land who look so much 
alike. 

Hertrorp (A little doubtfully): An im- 
poster would claim to be the Prince. 
Has there ever been an imposter 
who would deny this? No, this must 
be the Prince gone mad. We must 
help him all we can. (Lorp HEAD 
Cook enters.) Ah, it is the Lord 
Head Cook. 

Cook: Everything is ready for his 
Highness the Prince’s dinner. 

St. Jon: Good. Call in the other at- 

Lord Hertford and I have 
a message from the King. 

Cook: Yes, my lord. (He exits.) 


tendants. 





Hertrorp (7'o St. John): I understand 
your questioning, but you must do 
all you can to hide your doubts. It 
is up to us to see him through this. 

Sr. Jonn: I’m sorry, my lord. I should 
not have even mentioned such 
thoughts. (Cook enters.) 

Hertrorp (7'0 Cook): Are the others 
coming? 

Cook: Yes, lord. (Standing at 
doorway and announcing each AT- 
TENDANT as he enters. Each enters, 
bows to Hertrorp and Sr. JoHn, 
then takes position behind table.) 
The Royal Diaperer, the Royal Cup- 
bearer, the Taster to his Highness 
the Prince of Wales, First Groom of 
the Chamber, the Lord Chief Butler, 
and the Lord Great Steward. All at 
the service of his Highness the Prince 
of Wales. (All bow together.) 

Hertrorp: Good afternoon, gentle- 

We have called you here to 

relay a special message from his 

Majesty the King. Word has reached 

him that there is talk in the palace 

that the Prince gone mad. 

(ATTENDANTS look at one another un- 

Lord St. John will read to 
you the declaration of the King. 
(Lorp St. JoHn pulls forth docu- 
ment.) I shall fetch his Highness the 
Prince. (He exits.) 

Sr. Jonn (Reading): “In the name of 
the King. Let none listen to this 
false and foolish matter, upon pain 
of death, nor discuss the same, nor 
carry it abroad. In the name of the 
King.” (ArrenDaNnts look at each 
other uneasily but remain 
rigid. Tom and HeErtrorpD enter. 
All bow to Tom, who nods to them, but 
says nothing, and they remain there, 


my 


men. 


has 


easily.) 


again, 


awkwardly bowed as 'ToM moves to 
table. 

Hertrorp (Covering for Tom): Good 
day, gentlemen; you may rise. 
(They raise heads. STEWARD quickly 
pulls chair out for Tom, who nervously 
sits at table. DIAPERER fastens nap- 
kin around his neck. Tom quickly 
starts to eat, mostly with his fingers. 
Throughout meal, others try not to 
notice his manners.) 

Sr. Joun: Did you have a pleasant 
afternoon, your Highness? 

Tom (Eating, not looking up): Yes, sir. 
(Holding up napkin and looking at it 
curiously) Please take this away. 
I am afraid it might get soiled. (All 
look at each other uneasily as D1a- 
PERER silently removes napkin. As 
Tom reaches for goblet, CUPBEARER 
gets there first and hands goblet to 
Tom.) 

Hertrorp: Your Highness had best 
retire early this evening, so you 
won’t be tired for the city’s banquet 
tomorrow. 

Tom (Surprised): Banquet? 
for goblet again. 
hands it to him.) 

Sr. Jonn: Your memory wrongs you, 
your Highness. The King did prom- 
ise a banquet in the city in your 
honor. Do you not recall? 

Tom (Still puzzled): Yes, yes. I recall 
it now. (Tom starts looking very un- 


(Reaches 
CUPBEARER again 


comfortable, squirming in his chair, 
looking helplessly to his various At- 
TENDANTS. The First GROOM springs 
forward.) 

First Groom: What is the trouble, 
your Highness? 

Tom: I crave your help. 
itches terribly. 


My nose 
tell 


Pray, me 





what is the royal custom in such a 
matter? I bear it much 
longer. 

First Groom (70 StewarpD): What do 
you think? There has never been a 

like this in all of 
history! 

Butter: Alas, there is no hereditary 
Nose Scratcher! 

Taster: What shall we do? 

DIAPERER: What’s to be done? 

Tom: I hope I do not offend you, 
gentlemen, but I can wait no longer. 


cannot 


case England’s 


(Scratches his nose. All breathe a sigh 
of relief. 
Pace (Bowing): Your Highness. (Re- 


PAGE enters. ) 


mains in bowed position until HERT- 
FORD pokes Tom.) 

Hertrorp (To Tom): Tell him to rise. 

Tom: Yes, Page. Rise and come for- 
ward. (PAGE rises and comes to 
table. ) 

Pace: Your Highness, his Majesty the 
King requests the royal seal. He 
says that it is most urgent. 

Tom (Bewildered to Hertrorp): The 
royal seal? Methinks I 
gotten about that, too! 


have for- 


Hertrrorp: The royal seal which, dur- 
ing his illness, the King gave to you 
as a symbol of your approaching 
responsibilities 

Tom: Oh, yes, the seal. (To PAGE) 
Tell father I have forgotten 
where I put it, but shall think upon 
it most carefully. 


my 


PaGe (Bowing. Hesitantly): Yes, your 
Majesty. (He exits.) 


Tom (7o Hertrorp): I am finished 
with my meal, my lord, and am in 
need of rest. 

Hertrorp (70 ATTENDANTS): Pray, 
clear away the table. (ATTENDANTS 


remove dishes, etc., and carrying table, 
file out.) 

Sr. Joun: We shall leave you now, 
your Highness, but shall return to 
remind you of your duties at the 
city’s banquet. 

Tom: Very good, my lord. (St. JoHn 
and Hertrorp exit. Tom sits glumly 
in chair, hand in chin.) I do miss my 
mother and Nan and Bet, though 
I cannot speak the same for my 
father and Gammer Canty. (Sits up 
straight) A city banquet in my 

(Gets up and walks around 

proudly) If I’m reminded of enough 

of the manners I’ve forgotten, I 

might begin to like it here. (Picks 

up book from a table and reads title) 

“The E-ti-quette of the English 

Court.”” (Smiles happily) Ah. This 

should be of great help! (Runs to 

chair and begins to read as curtain 


falls.) 


he ne yr! 


* * * * * 
SCENE 3 

TIME: A few weeks later. 

Sertinc: The Canty’s room in Offal 
Court. 

At Rise: Joun Canty enters, dragging 
the PRINCE with him. 

JouNn: Enough of your nonsense! This 
is your last chance to say who you 
really are or suffer the same beating 
as you had yesterday, and the day 
before, and the day before that one, 
too. 

Prince: ’Tis ill breeding in such as you 
to command me to speak. I tell you 
now, as I told you before, I am 
Edward, Prince of Wales, and none 
other. (GAMMER CANTY enters.) 

GAMMER: So, ’tis still the Prince he is. 
Still too fancy for his own Gammer 





and his father, I warrant. (Grabs 
him by the collar. Joun still has hold 
of him, too. To Joun) ’Tis my turn 
to help him realize who he is. (She 
laughs wickedly. Motuer enters and 
rushes to PRINCE.) 

Moru_er: Oh, please do not hurt him 
today, husband. He is near ill with 
fatigue and hunger. (7'o PRINCE, as 
JOHN and GAMMER look on, amused) 
My poor boy! Your foolish ideas 
have taken your wits away and are 
breaking my heart. 

Prince: I tell you, your son is well and 
has not lost his wits, good dame. If 
you would let me go to the palace 
where he is, the King, my father, 
will return him to you. 

Moruer: The King your father! My 
child, do not say such things that 
might mean death for you and the 
ruin of all of us. Call back your 
wandering memory and look upon 
me. Am I not your mother? 

PRINCE (Shaking his head. Reluctantly) : 
I do not like to grieve you, kind 
madam, but you are not my mother. 

GAMMER: Tis royalty he still is — too 
fine for his own family. 

Joun (Sarcastically, to GAMMER and 
Moruer): How dare you to stand 


, 


in the Prince’s presence? Upon your 
knees and do him reverence! 
Moruer: More rest and food will cure 
his madness. I'll fix him some soup 
with what scraps I can find. Come, 
Gammer. Please help me. 
GAMMER: I'll help you, but the soup 
will be for me and his father first. 
(GAMMER and MOTHER e.it. 
Joun: There'll be little rest for any of 
us unless you lower your royal self 
The is due 


to begging soon rent 


tomorrow and you have not yet 
begged a single penny. 

Prince: Offend me not with your 
sordid matters. I tell you again, I 
am the King’s son. (Enter Huco 
and RUFFLER) 

Joun: Ah, Hugo and Ruffler. Where 
have you been these many months? 
It is long since I have seen you. 
(Releases PRINCE, who runs to side of 
stage and sits glumly, head in hands, 
staring straight ahead.) 


Huco: We've been in prison, that’s 


We 


pected of stealing a deer from the 


where we've been. were sus- 
King’s park. They kept us in prison 
a few months, but could not prove 
us guilty. 


whipping for causing them so much 


They gave us a good 


trouble, then set us free. 

Prince: But why would they whip you 
if you were innocent? That is not 
just! 

RUFFLER (Laughing): You young ones 
have such strange ideas. As if justice 

We 

were lucky to escape with our lives; 


mattered in dear old England! 


many innocents there be in prison, 
waiting to be hanged or burned as 
witches. (PRINCE paces about room, 
chin in hand, very thoughtful. MorHer 
ent rs, carrying boul of Soup, which 
she hands to PRINCE.) 
Moruer: Here’s soup, 
"Twill do you good to drink it. 
PrincE: Thank 
Your kindness will be remembered. 
Morner: Oh, Tom, you talk as if your 
wits had left you. 


some ‘Tom. 


you, gon rd madam. 


Piease have the 

soup; perhaps it will restore your 
health and your memory 

Joun: After you're finished bothering 
with “his what 


roval Highness,” 





about some food for the rest of your 
family? 

Moruer: Forgive me. I'll fix some for 

(She PRINCE sits, 
places bowl in front of him and stares 
at it.) 

Joun: Well, “your Majesty,” 
that soup pleases your royal tongue. 


you now. exits. 


I hope 


Prince: I do not mean to offend your 
kind wife, sir, but I cannot eat this 
without the proper service. 

that so? Then you'll be 

starving, you will, before you find 


JoHN: Is 

any “service” around here. 

Huco: The boy is ill, John Canty. 
(Goes to Prince, takes bowl in hand) 

Here’s how you do it, Tom. (Drinks 

PRINCE, 


large portion of soup as 


JOHN and RUFFLER watch. 

Prince (After a while): 1 command you 
to stop! (Huao, surprised, quickly 
puts bowl on floor 

Rurrter: Come, Hugo, leave “‘his 
Majesty” to his dinner. 

HuGco { Re turning to JOHN and Rt FFLER, 
leaving PRINCI to fumble wath bowl): 
But there is big news, John Canty. 
Word has got about that the King 
is dead! (Prince looks up, startled, 
then head in 
shoulde Ts shake . 


looks at PRINCE and smiles.) 


burtes arms and his 


as uf sobbing. JOHN 


Joun: Little meaning that has for me. 
The new King is probably no better 
than his father. (PRINCE looks up 
and starts to speak, but thinks better 
of it and buries his head again. 

RuFFLER: ’Tis heard that the young 
Prince will be crowned King before 
long; then we shall see how much he 
cares for justice. (PRINCE rises and 

moves toward others. 


PRINCI (Explosively - Enough of this 


treason! (Zo HuGo and RUFFLER) 
I shall see that justice be done to 
you and to all the others who were 
ill-treated. 

Hueco: Why, Tom Canty, who be you 
to talk such? 

Prince (Solemnly): I am Edward the 
Sixth, King of England. (HuGo and 
RUFFLER PRINCE 
looks furious.) 


laugh heartily. 

Joun: Mates, my son is a dreamer, a 
fool, and stark mad. Mind him not. 
He thinks he is the King. 

Prince (Turning toward him): I am 
the King, and as justice will be done 
these two men for their suffering, so 
will you be punished for treating me 
as you have. 

HN: So you threaten me now! I shall 
go out with my friends here for a 
while and when I return, you'd best 
have hegged the pennies for the rent 
or we'll see who’s punishing whom 
around here. Come, Hugo; come, 

Ruffler, we'll tell the others you’ve 

returned. (To Prince, mockingly) 

Good day, your Majesty. (Bows) 


Huaco and Rurriter: Good day, your 


(They bow. 
and RUFFLER exit.) 
PRINCE center of 

stage, hands behind back): My father 


Majesty Joun, HuGo 


(Pacing about in 


is dead and the pauper is an im- 
poster. He must be more clever than 
I thought, or surely his rude manners 
would have betrayed him by now. 
(Stamps foot) I must get back to the 
palace, and I wall. (Quick curtain) 
» * * * * 
SCENE 4 
Time: Coronation Day. 
SetrinG: Westminster Abbey. A throne 


1s at center rear 





At Rise: Many Lorps and LapIEs are 
at both sides of stage, pantomiming 
greetings and gossip to each other. 
2 GUARDS are on either side of throne. 
Sr. JoHN and HERTFORD stand near 
the throne, talking. 

Hertrorp: A glorious day for all of 
England it is today, Lord St. John. 

Sr. JoHn: That it is, my lord 
that will be long remembered. 

HertrorD: Did you mark how well 
the young King has been feeling and 
behaving of late? 

St. Joun: Yes, I 
madness 


a day 


did. 
left 


Perhaps his 
him at last. 
(TRUMPETER or DRUMMER enters, 
followed by Herarn. 
drum sounds.) 
Heratp: His Majesty the 
(Trumpet or drum sounds. 


has 
Trumpet or 


King! 
As Tom 
enters, all turn to face him.) 
Auu: All hail the King! (Tom, look ing 


to them and slowly 
Sr. 


douwncast, nods 

approaches throne. Joun looks 
uneasily at HERTFORD. 

HertFoRD (Aside to Tom): My liege, 
people see your downeast head and 
take it for a bad omen. Lift up your 
head and smile upon your subjects. 


Tom (To Herrrorp): I am sorry, my 


lord, but as I came here, I saw my 
poor the She 
recognized me, but I did not speak 
to her 


mother in crowd. 

I betrayed my own mother. 

Sr. Joun (70 Herrrorp): He has gone 
mad again! 

Hertrorp: Your Majesty, we must 
proceed with the coronation. Where 
is your kingly bearing? 

Tom: I do not feel very kingly now, but 
let the ceremony begin. (At this 

moment, the PRINCE enters.) 


Prince (Holding up hand): Stop the 
ceremony at once! 

Ist Lorp (Pointing at Prince): Look 
there! (All turn and stare at th 
PRINCE, gasping, pointing, etc.) 

2np Lorp: How did that pauper get in 
here? (During the following speeches, 
the Prince slowly and regally ap- 
proaches throne.) 

Ist Lapy: I think he looks like the 
Prince. 

PRINCE (Facing throne, stops and holds 
up his hand solemnly): I forbid you 

to set the crown of England upon 

that head. Iam the King! (GuarRDs 
rush forward and grab Prince. Tom 
steps from throne quickly.) 

He is 

the King! (Guards unhand Prince, 

but stand still.) 

(Ad lib Imposter! 

kings! How strange! (te. 


Tom (1n pe riously): Let him go! 


Crowp Two 
Mind 
His malady is 
the 
(As GuARDs start to seize 


Hertrorp (Coming forward): 
his Majesty. 


touching 


not 

him again. Seize 
pauper. 
PRINCE again, Tom cries out.) 

Tom: On your peril! Touch him not. 
He is the King! (The re 18 silence for 
a moment, then Tom falls to his knees 
in front of the Prince.) Your 
Majesty, let poor Tom Canty be 
first to swear his loyalty to you. 

Sr. Joun (7'o Hertrorp): My lord, do 
you mark the resemblance between 
them? 

HertrorD: "Tis 

' 


ness: 


an astonishing like- 

(To Prince) By your favor, 
sir, I desire to ask certain questions 
which — 

Prince: I will answer them, my lord. 


Hertrorp: If you are the true King, 





how many servants were there at 
the palace when you left? 

PRINCE (Quickly): Four hundred and 
nineteen. (Hertrorp looks signifi- 
cantly at Sv. Joun and the Crown 
murmurs quietly.) 

Hertrorp: What was the color of the 
curtains in the late King’s bed- 

chamber? 

(Quickly Royal 

(All react as before 


PRINCE blue, of 
course 

Hertrorp: The answers are correct, 
but they prove nothing. 

Sr. Jonn: Wait! I have a question on 
which hangs the throne. (7'o PRINCE) 
Where is the Great Seal? Only he 
who truly was the Prince of Wales 
can answer that All nod approv- 

PRINCE (( ‘on fide ntly 
difficult about that. 


There is nothing 

Lord St. John, 
go to my room in the palace. In the 
left-hand farthest the 
door, you will find in the wall a 
and il 
little jewel chest will fly open. No 
one else in the world knows about 


corner from 


brazen nailhead. Press on it 


that chest. The first thing you will 
see will be the Great Seal. Bring 


it here. (All are astonished. Sr. 


JOHN starts to exit, then hesitates and 
turns to Tom.) 
om Haven't 


command? 


Why do you hesitate? 
heard 


= = 
G10 Ne) | 


you the King’s 


; 


JOHN (CROWD wiuUT- 


Prince (7'0 Tom You are 


loyal to help me this way. 


indeed 
I have 
s iffered much these past weeks. 


And I, though 


of royalty, dearly miss my 


om [ like the comforts 


mother 
Court. | 


and my friends at Offal 


have been most 
your welfare. 

Prince: I have seen much unhappiness 
and injustice, but when I rule Eng- 
land, I hope what I’ve seen will help 
me. I shall give my people the 
justice they deserve. 

Tom: I hope your Majesty will not 
mind, but I have already released 


concerned about 


and pardoned many prisoners. 

Prince: I do not mind at all, and you 
shall be rewarded for your generosity 
and loyalty to me. (Lorp St. JoHN 
enters, breathless, carrying the Great 
Seal. All turn to him at once.) 

Sr. Joun (Holding up the seal); The 
Great Seal of England! 

Aut (Shouting): Long live the true 
King! Hurrah! (£tc.) 

Tom: Now, my King, take back these 
regal clothes and give poor Tom, thy 
servant, his rags again. (Puts crown 
on PRINCE’S head. 

Isr Lorp: Arrest the imposter! 

Crown (Ad lib): 
him. (£ite.) 


To the tower! Hang 


Prince (Raising his hand for quiet): 


Were it not for 
him, | would not have my crown 


I will not have this. 


Hear my first proclamation 
as Edward the Sixth: Whereas Tom 


again. 


Canty has been a king, he shall con- 
tinue to wear royal clothes and all 
will 
have the protection of the throne 


will pay him reverence. He 


and the support of the crown. He 
shall be the 
title of the King’s Ward. 


and k 


known by honorable 
(Tom bows 
isses PRINCE'S hand. 

the King! Long 
Ward! Hurrah! 
(Trumpet sounds as curtain falls. 
THE END 

on Notes on page 


Crown: Long live 


live the King’s 





Rainbow Palace 


by Margaret EF. Slattery 


Characters 
JENNY 
PRINCE EDWARD 
ENCHANTED PRINCESS 
QUEEN IMPERIA 
SORCERER 
Tax CoLLecTor 
Wircu WICKEDWEATHER 
WANDERING TROUBADOUR 

Time: Afternoon. 

SETTING: A room in the palace. 

Ar Rise: Jenny its bouncing a ball. 
ENCHANTED PRINCESS crosses stage. 
She holds her hands out 
before her like a sleepwalker. JENNY 


straight 


wqgnores her. INCHANTED PRINCESS 


walks off-stage Prince EpWarp 
enters. 

Pardon me, is this 
Palace? 
table.) 
can you tell me what place this is? 


(Stoops down by table) 


PRINCE EDWARD: 


Rainbow (JENNY  scoots 


under Pardon me | 


Say, 
I say, won't 
you come out? (ENCHANTED PRIN- 


CESS enters. Prince EDWARD goes 
Miss 


(IENCHANTED 


to her.) 
Miss 


keeps on 


I say pardon me 

PRINCESS 
The 
friendly. 
won't 


walking off-stage.) 


people here aren’t very 


(Stoops down again) I say, 
you come out? (JENNY crawls out.) 
Who are you? 

Jenny: I’m Jenny. You didn’t bring 
Queen Imperia did you? 

Prince Epwarpb: No. Who's she? 

JENNY: She’s a queen. I 


very mean 


used to be a chimney sweep in her 


I found this 
nice deserted palace this morning. 


court but I ran away. 


(IENCHANTED PRINCESS crosses stag: 
with outstretched hands, mumbling.) 
PRINCE Miss 
Miss (ENCHANTED Princess keeps 
Miss 
(Takes off crown) Pardon 
\re 
(EN- 


EDWARD: please 


on walking) are you by any 
chance 
I’m Prinee Edward. 
That is 

Princess exits.) I 


me, but 
you. enchanted? 
CHANTED 


guess 


this is the right place. I was sent 
by a Sorcerer to find a Princess who 
has been enchanted for eighty-seven 
vears. (QUEEN IMPERIA enters. Shi 
is wearing a crown and carrying a 


under table.) 
but do 


JENNY 
Pardon Madam, 
know where I am? 

(JUEEN 


suitcase. runs 


me, you 


ImpertA: I don’t know 


where | 


even 


am. (Sets down suitcase) 


But I’m staying here. I’m a Royal 

Person in exile. (Sits down in chair) 
This will be my throne. This is now 
my palace. 

JENNY (Sticks head out from 
tablecloth): It is not! It’s mine! 

QUEEN Imperta: It’s Jenny, the chim- 
ney sweep! Leave my palace! 

JENNY: It’s found it 
Besides, the 


knows how wicked you are, Queen 


under 


mine. [ first. 


everyone in world 
Imperia 
QUEEN Imperta (Jumps up): Never in 


my entire life as a queen have I been 


spoken to like that by a raggedy- 
Oh, (Clutches fore- 


tuggedy child. 





head) 1 feel faint 
smelling salts. (/xtts) 
JENNY: So the people finally exiled her. 
I just 
It has wonderful 
slide 


(SORCERER comes leaping into the 


water water 


Goody. (Climbs up on table) 
love my palace. 
down. 


marble banisters to 


room. He spins around room, le aps 


into the 
floor u ith his cloak: pulled over him.) 


air, then crouches down on 


Prince Epwarp: Oh dear, I was afraid 
of this. 

JENNY: Who’s that? 

Prince Epwarp: That’s the Sorcerer 
who sent me here. I suppose he’s 
awfully mad. 

SORCERER (Stands 1 p and points dra- 
matically at Prince EDWARD): Stu- 
pid! 

Prince Epwarp: I’m sorry. 

SorcerER: Why haven’t you broken 
the 


enchantment on this palace? 


Let's see (Takes out notebook) R 
R Rainbow Palace. The enchant- 
ment was supposed to be off here 


years ago. 


Prince Epwarp: I had a terrible time 


You 
hedge around it. 
sick 


SorceERER: You've thrown my whole 


thick 


And my horse got 


finding it put such a 


There are three other 
this 
(Leaps into air 


schedule off 


palaces waiting for enchant- 
I’m furious! 
times 


minutes to awaken the Princess from 


ment 

three I'll give you forty-five 
her sleep 

JENNY: Forty-five minutes! 

SoRcERER: If vou don't, I will come 

back and turn you into a six-headed 

toad. Oh, why did | 


choose a nincompoop prince? 


Do vou hear? 
(Crow SN 


fea ping or 


Jenny: I do hope you'll be able to 

break the enchantment. 
Prince Epwarp: So do I. 
six-headed toad. 
Miss 


and 


I'd hate to 


be a Here she 
(ENCHANTED 


starts 


comes now. 


PRINCESS enters across 

stage) please stop. (PRINCE EDWARD 

gets in front of her and waves his 

hands as if to stop a train, but has to 

move when she keeps on walking 
off-stage.) 

Jenny: The Cook read a story to me 
once about a sleeping princess. The 
prince awakened her with a kiss. 

Prince Epwarp: Good heavens, I’m 

Besides, we’ve never 


(QUEEN IMPERIA 


much too shy. 
been introduced. 
enters. ) 
QuEEN ImpertA: Leave this palace, 
you ragged chimney sweep! 
JENNY: I won't! 
QUEEN Then ll 
Witch Wickedweather! You remem- 
ber Witch Wickedweather, Jenny. 
She knows 


IMPERIA: send for 


what to do about im- 
pudent chimney sweeps. 
JENNY: Oh Prince 
the Enchanted 
Maybe she’ll help me. (ENCHANTED 
PRINCE EDWARD 
How do you 
do. (Kisses her outstretched hand. 
She walks straight off-stage.) 
Prince Epwarp: It didn’t 


(SORCERER enters. ) 


Kidward, please 


awaken Princess! 
PRIN( ESS enters. 


runs along hy side her) 


Wi rk. 


SORCERER (Leaps into air and waves 
cloak): Well, Prince Dumb-bell? 
Princk Epwarp: Please, Sorcerer, tell 
me how to awaken the Princess. 
SorceRER: Against the rules! Against 


the rules! I hope you'll like living 


in a slimy green pond! (Tax CoL- 


LECTOR enters SORCERER pushes 





him aside and exits.) Out of my way! 
Tax Cotiector: Good afternoon. 
QUEEN ImpeRrIA: Where do all these 
people come from? Anyone would 
think this was the public square. 
Tax Co.tiectror: Who 
palace? 
JENNY: I do! 
QUEEN ImpeErta: I do! 
Tax Co.uector (Pulls out paper): 
The records of King Baffled, ruler of 
that 
taxes have been paid on this palace 


owns this 


our great country, show no 
for eighty-seven years. I have come 
to collect said taxes. 

QUEEN ImperRIA: I am a queen. 
don’t pay taxes. 

Tax CoLLector: 
ficially known 


This 

as Rainbow Palace, 
is on the property of King Baffled. 
Taxes will be paid. 

QUEEN ImpPERIA: Not by me. 
CHANTED 


palace, of- 


(IiN- 

Princess walks through, 
mi umbling. ) 

Prince Epwarp: What’s that she’s 
saying? 

JENNY: I don’t know. Listen! 


ENCHANTED Princess: Top fo dlog! 
Top fo dlog! 

QUEEN ImrerRIA: What a strange lan- 
guage. I suspected 


foreigner. 


she was a 
Hmm. 
Write it 
it 


Prince Epwarp: Top fo dlog. 
Doesn’t sound like French. 
down, Jenny. Maybe if I see 
written 

QvuEEN ImperrA: Hal Everyone knows 
she can’t read or write. She’s just an 
ignorant chimney sweep. 

JENNY: I can write! (Takes pencil and 
large piece of paper and prints pains- 


lah ingl /, 


59 


Prince Epwarp (Looks over her shoul- 
der): I don’t want to hurt your 
feelings, Jenny, but you are writing 
everything backwards. 

JENNY: Qh, The Cook was 
teaching me to write but I left 
the finished. 
Queen Imperia was just too mean. 
QvuEEN Imperta: If you think | was 
then, till I take 
Rainbow You'll never 

the outside of a chimney. 


dear. 


before lessons were 


mean Wait over 


Palace. see 

PRINCE Epwarp: Let’s see what you've 
written, 

JENNY: Didn’t I write “Top fo dlog’’? 

PRINCE Epwarp: No, you've written 
“Pot of Gold.” 

QUEEN ImpeErrIA: Pot of Gold! 
CHANTED 


(EN- 


PRINCESS — crosses stage 
again.) 
ENCHANTED 
(Exits) 


JeNNY: The Princess is saying Pot of 


Princess: Top fo dlog! 


Gold backwards! 
QvuEEN ImpertaA: Gold! Gold! There’s 
gold in this palace! 
JENNY: Oh, Prince Edward, the Prin- 
Maybe 


the enchantment! 


cess wants a pot of gold. 
that will break 
(SORCERER enters.) 

SorceRER: Well, Prince Helpless, there 
isn’t much time. 

Prince Epwarpb: Sorcerer, the Prin- 


cess is mumbling about a pot of gold. 
Will that break the spell? 


SORCERER: | won’t say yes and I won’t 


all Vl 
(Leaps twice and exits.) 

QuEEN Imperta: Gold! Where is it? 
(Looks fable) ll find that 
gold and the palace will be mine. 
(/rits) 

TAX 


say no say is — find it! 


under 


CoLLecTOR: Pot. of eh? 


gold, 





( Takes oul large 


Let's 


pencil and paper 
see taxes for eighty-seven 
years equal (Mumbles and scribbles 
and the average pot of gold measures 
(Makes circle on floor with tape 
and mumbles) should con- 
(VM umbles gold! 
Hmm. The pot of gold should equal 
I'll find it! (zrits) 
Prince Epwarp: Dear me, if the Tax 
Collector finds the pot of gold he'll 


rMiecasure 
tain pieces of 


the taxes. 


take it away and the Princess’ en- 

chantment will never be broken. 
JenNy: And if Queen Imperia finds it, 
she’ll send me away or lock me up. 
We 


Prince 


She can’t have Rainbow Palace. 
must find the 
Kdward 


PRINCE EDWARD 


pot of gold, 


I'll find it! Where’s 
Where’s my 


QUEEN IMPERIA enters, carry- 


my sword? horse? 
Lrits 
ing a large rop 

QUEEN ImMpeRIA: Just so you don’t find 

gamufhin! (She 


pulls JENNY to table, sits her down on 


it before I do. you r 


floor and ties her to leq of table. 
JENNY: Let me go! 
QuEEN ImperiA: Here’s a puzzle for 

you while I’m gone -- If a chimney 
sweep sweeps ten chimneys a day, 
how many chimneys does a sweep 
Ha! Hal (Frits. 
SORCERER comes leaping in.) 


Where's 


sweep a year? 


SORCERER: Prince Nineom- 


py “ yp? 


JenNY: He’s out looking for the pot 


of gold. 


SORCERI R Tah s out huge cardboard 


Not 


) 
frames and exits 


pocket watch much time left! 
(Leaps three 
JENNY (Calls): Prince Edward! 


Kdward! 


PERIA enters 


Prince 


Hurry up! (QuEEN Im- 


QuEEN ImpertA: I can’t find that 
gold anywhere. I'll have to call 
Witch Wickedweather. (Calls) Witch 
Wickedweather! Witch Wicked- 
weather! 

Wirch WICKEDWEATHER 


I’m coming! 


(Off-stage) : 
(Enters 
carrying a tennis racket, a baseball 


I’m coming! 


bat, a golf club and some ice skates) 
Now what do Queen 
Imperia? 

QUEEN Imperta: I wish to set up my 

this I’ve 
exiled from my own. 

Wircu WICKEDWEATHER: Yes, I know, 
and I wasn’t sorry. 

QUEEN ImpERIA: Well, really! 

Wircu WICKEDWEATHER: 
terrible 


you want, 


court in Palace. been 


You were a 
nuisance. Always wanting 
some mischief done to someone just 
when I was going out 


to get some 


fresh air. Today, for instance, I was 


playing a very exciting game of 


tennis —- 1 was winning — swish 
swish (Runs about swinging tennis 
racket) and then you had to eall me. 
You always were a poor sport. 

QUEEN IMpertrA: l'irst, you will get rid 
of this impudent chimney sweep. 

Witch WICKEDWEATHER 
JENNY): Why, it’s Jenny. 
ber you. 


(Looks at 

I remem- 

You hid my baseball bat 
once, didn’t you? 

JENNY: Yes. 

Wiren WICKEDWEATHER: And 
put cinders from the chimney on my 


you 


ice skating pond, didn’t you? 

JENNY: Yes. 

Wirch WICKEDWEATHER: 
be glad to get rid of you. 


(Kicks floor) 


Well, Vil 


JENNY: No, Let me 


! 
vO: 


no. 





Witcu WICKEDWEATHER: I'll put her 
under Spell Number 604! 

QUEEN IMpPERIA: What’s that? 

Wircw WIcKEDWEATHER: I'll whisk 
her away, table and all, to the middle 
of a big room high up in a tower. And 
all around the room will be tables 
piled with wonderful goodies 
Lemon-Marshmallow Cake —— Apri- 

Surprise Cookies Double 
Chocolate Mint Pecan Walnut Fudge 

and she’ll never be able to reach 

them in a million years. Ha, ha! 

JENNY: No, no! 

QUEEN ImpeERIA: Good! And now you 
will find the pot of gold so that the 
enchantment will be broken and I 


cot 


can take over Rainbow Palace. 
JENNY: No, no! This is my palace! 
Wircu WICKEDWEATHER: Did you say 
“Rainbow Palace’’? 
QUEEN ImpeRIA: Yes. You 
break the enchantment at once! 
Wircu 


knows 


are to 


WICKEDWEATHER: 
that 


Everyone 


Rainbow Palace has 


been enchanted for years by the 
Sorcerer. 

QUEEN ImMPERIA: What of it? 

Witrcu WICKEDWEATHER: I can’t use 


magic to break someone else’s en- 
chantment. 
QUEEN IMPERIA: Why not? 
Witcno WICKEDWEATHER: That’s not 
fair play! 
QUEEN ImpPERIA: But you’re a wicked 
witch! 
Witrcu WICKEDWEATHER: [| 
wicked, but I’m still a good sport. 
Really, 
Queen Imperia, you ought to take 
up tennis. Maybe then you’d learn 
the rules of good sportsmanship. 


may be 


(Gathers up her things) 


Imagine asking me to break some- 


one else’s enchantment! (/ zits) 

QuEEN Imperra: She wasn’t any help. 
(IENCHANTED PRINCESS crosses stage. ) 
I think I'll follow the Princess. 
Maybe she’ll lead me to the gold! 
(Tiptoes out behind ENCHANTED 
PRINCESS) 

JeNNY: Prince Edward! Prince Ed- 
ward! Help! Oh dear, where is he? 
(Tax CoLLEcToR enters.) 

Tax Couiector: I can’t find that pot 
of gold. It sounds like a very fishy 
story to me anyway. I'll have to 
take the furniture to pay the taxes. 
(Takes out his notebook and writes) 
One (Picks up chair and 
exits) 

JENNY: Help! Help! (WANDERING 
TROUBADOUR enters, carrying guitar.) 

WANDERING TrouBADOUR: What’s the 
matter with everybody here? I’ve 
been serenading out in the court- 
yard for a half-hour and nobody’s 
paid any attention. 

JENNY: Everybody’s looking for the 
pot 
chanted. 


chair 


This palace is en- 
PRINCESS 


of gold. 

(ENCHANTED 

starts across stage.) Here comes the 

Enchanted Princess now. 

’ANDERING TrouBaApour: Ah, a Prin- 

cess! I will serenade her. (Sings): 
The sunshine on the mountain tops 
Turns the snow to diamond drops. 
The moonlight on the water cold 
Makes a path of sparkling gold! 
(He follows ENCHANTED PRINCESS 
as he sings but she walks straight 
out.) Wait! Wait! I’m not finished! 
She didn’t even look at me and I’m 
the handsomest Wandering Trouba- 
dour in this country. 

JENNY: I told you. 
By the way, would you mind un- 


She’s enchanted. 





these ropes? (WANDERING 


tying 
TrovuBapbour starts to 
QUEEN IMPERIA enters. 
QuEEN ImperRIA: Don’t touch those 


untie ropes. 


Who are you? 
TROUBADOUR: 


ropes! 
WANDERING 
Wandering Troubadour. 
QUEEN ImpeRrIA: Well, wander some- 


I’m a 


place else. We're busy here. 
WANDERING TrouBADOUR: But I want 

to serenade someb« dy. I took music 
I’ve 
every princess on this continent. 
IMpeRIA: Hmm. I 
Tell me, have you been in 


lessons for years. serenaded 


QUEEN have an 
idea. 
many palaces? 

WANDERING TrouBADOUR: Oh, 
dreds. 

QUEEN ImpeRIA: Then 
probably find a pot of gold if it were 


hun- 


you could 
hidden in a palace? 

WANDERING TrouBpapour: Of course I 
could. 

JENNY: Please find the pot of gold and 
give it to me. This is really my 
palace 

QUEEN IMPERIA: Quiet! Now, tell me, 
don’t tired of 
wandering? 

WANDERING TRovuBADOUR: Well, yes I 

Don’t tell 
anyone, but I have bad feet. 

QUEEN ImpertiA: Find the pot of gold 
that’s hidden in this palace and I'll 
make you Court Musician. 

JENNY: No, no. This is my palace. 

QUEEN Imperta: Be still! 
handkerchief over JENNY’S 
then goes over and takes WANDERING 
TROUBADOUR by arm) Just think 
your own piano! Your own harp! 
Your own foot doctor! 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Yes, yes. 


yr + 
get 


you sometimes 


do. 


(Whispers loudly) 


(Ties a 


mouth, 


62 


I’d like to be Court Musician. I 
can’t wander forever. After all, I’m 
not getting any younger. 

QuEEN Imperrta: Find the pot of gold! 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: 
King Mortimer kept gold in the 

Herbert had some 
diamonds in the wine cellar 

QuEEN Imperta: I’ve looked in the 

cellar. Think of something 
else. Hurry up! 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Just a 
minute! Just minute! (Plays a 
few notes on guitar) Sometimes my 
singing inspires me. Ahem! (Szngs): 
Shining gold, shining gold, 


Let’s see. 


stables King 


wine 


ra 


Where can you be lying? 
Shimmering gold, glimmering gold — 
Let’s see, what rhymes with lying. 
Dum 
Ah trying! 
(Tax CoLLectTor enters, picks up 
other chair and exits.) 
QUEEN ImpeERIA: Hurry up! 
WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Just a min- 
ute. I think something’s coming 
through. (Sings): 
Not in the garden, not in the hall, 
Not in the cellar, not on the wall, 
Not in the ocean, not in the sky, 
But in the chimney, way up high! 
QUEEN Imperta: The chimney! 
WANDERING Trovupapour: I think I 
“Not in 


de dum 


something, something 


said chimney. Let’s see. 
the —”’ 

QUEEN ImpeErtiA: Oh, be still. (Rushes 
to fireplace 
It zs up there! I’ve found the pot of 
gold! Rainbow Palace will be mine! 
(ENCHANTED PrINCEss walks through. 
QUEEN ImPERIA shakes her fist at her.) 
You won’t be here long, you prin- 


and looks up chimney) 


cess, you! 





WANDERING TROUBADOUR: I can 
hardly wait to be Court Musician! 

QuEEN Imperta: You'll be Court 
Prisoner, that’s what you’ll be! 

WANDERING But 
said 

QUEEN ImperrIA: Don’t bother 
I’m going to get that pot of 


TROUBADOUR: you 

me. 
gold! 
can’t 
I know 
ll go up on the roof 


(Reaches up into fireplace) I 
reach it. It’s too high up. 
what [ll do. 
and jump down the chimney. (JENNY 
kicks floor.) Too bad for you Miss 
Chimney Sweep! (/vits) 
WANDERING TROUBADOUR (Goes over 
and appears to be looking out of th 
window): Oh my, there she goes out 
the door. (TAx CoLLEcToR enters.) 
Tax Cotiecror (Makes check in his 
book and looks around): Now, let’s 
- what Ah, that table. 
(Goes to table) I’m sorry, little girl, 
but I’ll have to take this table. 
(Unties JENNY and pushes table out) 


see else? 


JENNY (Jumps up and unties handker- 
chief from mouth): You shouldn’t 
have told Queen Imperia where the 
gold is. She’s very wicked. 

WANDERING TrovuBADOUR: I guess | 
was selfish. I thought it would be so 
nice to be Court Musician. 

JENNY: She'll probably throw you in 
prison and keep all the gold herself. 
I feel for the Enchanted 
Princess. 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR (Looks out): 
Oh, there she is 
the roof. 


sorry 


she’s almost to 


JENNY (Goes to fireplace): 1 have an 


idea. 
WANDERING 
the roof! 


TrRouBADOUR: She’s on 


JENNY: I’m going to climb up the 
chimney. 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Be careful. 

Jenny: I’ve been in a million chimneys. 
This will be easy. (Crawls tnto fire- 
place and stays hidden from audience.) 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Oh, Queen 
Imperia is on the roof now. (Runs 
to fireplace) Hurry up, little girl. 
(Dashes back to look 
Oh, she’s almost to the chimney! 


out window) 
(JENNY comes out of fireplace, carry- 
ing large black pot and brushing off 
dress.) 

JENNY: Here it is. 
gold. 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: Here 
comes the Enchanted Princess. (IiN- 
CHANTED PRINCESS enters.) 

ENCHANTED PRINCESS (.WZumbles): Top 
fo dlog! 

JENNY: Here you are, Your Highness. 
Here’s the pot of gold. (Puts pot in 
hands of ENCHANTED PRINCESS) 

ENCHANTED PRINCESS: Where am I? 

JENNY: You’ve been enchanted, and so 
has Rainbow Palace. 

ENCHANTED PrINcEsS: It 
strange. I was dreaming — I 
looking for something. (PRINCE 
EDWARD enters.) 

PRINCE EDWARD 
I’m exhausted! 
wrong. 

JENNY: Prince Edward 

Prince Epwarp: I can’t find that pot 
of gold. I broke my sword and I fell 
down the well and I got lost in the 
woods. 

JENNY: But Prince Edward 

Prince Epwarp: But I’ll find it! I'll 
find it! 

JENNY: You’re too late, Prince Edward. 


Here’s the pot of 


was very 


was 


(Breathing hard): 
Everything’s gone 





The gold was in the chimney and [ 


climbed up and got it. (There ts a 


loud series of bumps from direction of 


JENNY runs over and looks 
It’s Queen Imperia. 
She’s coming down the chimney! 
(They all huddle together on side of 
QUEEN Im- 


PERIA’S crown comes bouncing out of 


fireplace. 
up chimney.) 


room opposite fire place ; 


fireplace. 

QuEEN Imperta (Calls): Help! Help! 

JENNY (Runs over and looks up chim- 
ney): She’s stuck in the chimney. 
(SORCERER enters.) 

SorcERER: Well, I see you found the 
gold. Don’t tell me you found it, 
Prince Impossible. 

WANDERING TrousapDour: No, I did. 
It came to me in a song. 

SORCERER: Good. I can use a smart 
fellow like you. Come along. 

WANDERING TROUBADOUR: 
but 

SORCERER: You can sing a song at 


But 


Castle Gloomy. They need some- 


thing to wake 
WANDERING 
arm) 
Prince Epwarp: Well, Princess, I 
suppose you wouldn’t care to marry 
me since I didn’t break the enchant- 
ment. I’m really not too bright. 
ENCHANTED Princess: Never mind. 
Everyone has something good about 
him. You are very handsome, any- 
way. Take me to your kingdom! 
(They start off-stage.) Take good care 
of Rainbow Palace, Jenny. (zits) 
JENNY: Goody, goody. Rainbow Pal- 
ace is all mine. (Calls up chimney) 
If you promise to go away and 
never come back, Queen Imperia, 
I'll let you out. (Bounces ball in 
center of room) I hope I don’t get 
(Bounces ball a few sec- 
onds and stops) I know what I’ll do. 
I’ll go get a hundred other chimney 
sweeps and we’ll all play here for- 
ever and a day! (Curtain) 
THE END 


them up. (Pulls 
TROUBADOUR out by 


lonesome. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


,AINBOW PALACE 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

The characters wear traditional 
costumes. The Princess wears a long white 
dress and a crown; Queen Imperia wears 
red robes and a crown. The Prince and the 
Troubadour are dressed in tights and 
tunics, and the Prince wears a short cape 
and crown. The Sorcerer wears a black 
cloak and a tall pointed hat with astro- 
logical symbols on it; the Witch is dressed 
appropriately. Jenny and the Tax Collec- 
tor may wear modern dress, if desired 


Costumes: 


Properties: Rubber ball; suitcase; small note- 
books; sheets of paper; pencils; tape 
measure; long rope; cardboard pocket 
watch; tennis racket; baseball bat; golf 
club; ice skates; guitar; handerchief; large 
black pot. 

Setting: A room in the palace. There is a 
table with a large tablecloth which hangs 
to the floor, several chairs, and a fireplace on 
one side of the room. Painted cobwebs and 
other indications of long disuse may be 
added, if desired. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Three 


Lower Grades 





A Houseful of Elves 


by Betty Tracy Huff 


Characters 
MEGAN PRICE 
JENNY Price, her sister 
REEs JONES, a neighbor 
NAN JONES, Ais sister 
Mrs. Trmorny, Hostess of the 
Welcome Wagon 
4 ELvEs 
3 CooKs 
4 FLOWERS 
Time: The present. 
Serrina: Megan’s and Jenny’s cottage. 
At Rise: MEGAN and JENNY enter, run- 
ning, each carrying a chair piled up 
with household goods such as sauce- 
pans, etc. They set the bundles down 
on the floor and then flop down onto 
the chairs, puffing and panting. 
MeraGan: Do you really think we man- 
aged to get away without their see- 
ing us, Jenny? 
JENNY: My 
Megan. If 


goodness, I 


little 


hope so, 


those nuisances 


follow us here to our new cottage, 
I don’t know what I’ll do. 

MEGAN (Rising and beginning to un- 
pack some of the household goods): 
I wonder if they guessed what we 


were doing. It must have seemed 
rather strange when we began pack- 
everything up. 

JENNY (Coming over to help with the un- 
packing): You know how they are. 
They were probably too busy won- 
dering what we were going to cook 


for dinner to notice anything else. 
(A loud knock is heard.) 

Mecan (Rushing to JENNY and clinging 
to her): Jenny, you don’t suppose 
they’ve followed us! 

JENNY (Unhappily): We won’t answer 
it. (Loudly) We're not at home. 

Nan (Calling from outside): Jenny and 
Megan, are you there? It’s only 
your neighbors, Rees and Nan. 

MeEGAN (Opening door): Thank good- 

We thought it might be the 
elves! (Rees and NAN enter.) 

Nan: My goodness, you don’t mean 


ness ! 


you've been having elf trouble? 
JENNY: The very worst kind. 
Meaan: It got so we couldn’t move 
The 
house wasn’t big enough for all of us. 
JENNY: The worst part of it was that 
they ate so much. 
MEGAN: So finally we decided the only 
thing to do was to move out very 


without tripping over an elf. 


quietly when the elves weren’t look- 
ing, and come and live in 
cottage. 

Rees: You were lucky they didn’t 
follow you. It’s a wonder they 
didn’t eat you out of house and 
home. You did the only sensible 
thing, moving out. 

NaN: Rees and I will help you get the 
room straight. (They begin unpack- 
ing the bundles. Behind their backs, 
the Ist Er peers into the room 


this 





through the doorway. He nods, then 


waves to the Exves, who troop in 
solemnly and sit on the floor with their 
legs crossed, watching everything that 
ts going on. 

JENNY: We almost starved. The elves 
always got to the table first and 
polished off everything in sight. 
(Exves all nod sole mnly.) 

teES: The trouble is, Jenny, you and 
Megan are such good cooks. (The 
Elves nod and smack their lips.) 

MrcGan: I can’t believe we were lucky 
enough to sneak off without their 
noticing. Rees, perhaps you had 

better stand at the door over there 

and then you can warn us if you see 

(REES crosses over 


ELVES 


them coming. 

to doorway opposite the one 
( nt re d. } 

Rees: They won’t get in now without 
my seeing them. 

Nan: Good. Just shout “elves” if you 
see them coming. 

\M[eGan: That’s it. 
Don’t 
heard ringing outside. 

Whatever is it? (Exves all 


lean forward and listen with tremen- 


“elves.” 


\ Hand be ll 18 


You shout 
fe rget now ! 


JENNY: 


dous inte re st. ) 
It’s only Mrs. Timothy, the 
Hostess of the Welcome Wagon. 


She’s sent by the local tradespeople 


>» 


REEs: 


to welcome newcomers who have 
(Enter Mrs. Trmo- 


rHy, pulling a wagon and ringing her 
i { gu 


just moved in. 


bell vigorously. 
Mrs. Welcome, 
Harry Evans has the best meat in 


Trmorny: welcome! 


town. (Passe s around cards) John 


Thomas has the best milk. We hope 


to have the pleasure of adding your 
list’ of 


name to our satisfied cus- 


tomers. If you have problems let 
the Welcome Wagon Hostess solve 
them for you. 

JENNY: We don’t have any problems, 
thank you, since we moved from our 
old cottage. (The Eves nudge one 
another and giggle.) 

Mrs. Trmoruy: You'll be needing our 
elf sitting service, I see. Just call us 
any time and we’ll send an elf sitter 
over immediately, if not sooner. 

Mercan: Thank you, but we don’t need 
to engage an elf sitter. I’m glad to 
say we left all those pesky little 
creatures over at the other house. 

Mrs. Trworny: No elves? Then who 
are they? (Points to Eves. JENNY, 
MrGAN, NAN and Rees turn, and 
see the Exves. ELves and 


smale. ) 


wave 


Rees: Elves, elves! 

JENNY: Now he tells us. 

MrcGan: Whatever shall we do? They 
followed us from our old cottage. 
Mrs. Trmorny: I take it you could use 

our elf eliminator service. 

JENNY: Yes, yes, please help us. 

MrGan: Can you really help us to get 
them out of the house? 

Mrs. Timoruy: Nothing could be 
simpler. Here’s what we'll do 
(E.ves all put their elbows on their 
knees and lean their chins on their 
hands, listening with tremendous tin- 
terest. Mrs. Trmotruy notices them 
and draws others away. She whispers 
while the E.ves cup their ears and 
try to hear. 

(Aloud): What a 
idea, Mrs. Timothy. 

JENNY: Do you really think it will 
work? 

Mrs. Trmoruy: 


MEGAN wonderful 


Certainly, it will. 





Nan, open the front door, please, 
and call the from the 
garden. We’ll all stand over here 
and watch. 

‘AN: Rose, Daffodil, 
would you mind coming here for a 


flowers in 


Lily, Petunia, 


moment, please. (Waltz music starts. 
The For a while 
they dance while the ELVES 
Then 


ELF and waltzes 


FLOWERS dance in. 

alone 

sway to the musie. each 

FLOWER selects an 

with him. Eyes closed in ecstasy, the 
waltzed off through the 
Mrs. Timoruy, JENNY, 
MrGAN, ReEEs and Nan waltz after 
them close the 
against it.) 

JENNY: Thank goodness! 

Meaan: Mrs. Timothy, you really got 
rid of them at last! 

Rees: It’s 


have some peace. 


ELVES are 
open door. 
and lean 


and door 


wonderful! Now you'll 

(Waltz music ts 

heard. The other door opens, and the 

ELVES come in, each waltzing with 

arms outstretched as though still hold- 

ing a partner. The FLOWERS have 
been left outside.) 

JENNY: Oh, no, no, no! 

Eives (Beaming): Oh, yes! (They all 
sit down again.) 

Ist Eur: After all that dancing I feel 
quite hungry. 

2np Eur: Nothing like exercise to work 
up an appetite. 

3rD E._F: When do we eat? 

We've 


Oh, whatever shall we do? 


MEGAN: only made things 
worse. 

Mrs. Timoruy: We're not beaten yet. 
We'll think of something. 

ist Exvr: Dinner time, dinner time! 
We'll put a spell on the first person 

(All the Eves 


who says it isn’t. 


take out table napkins and tie them 
around their necks.) 

Jenny: Mrs. Timothy, whatever shall 
we do? We don’t have any food in 
the 
moved the stove over yet, either. 

Mrs. Timoray: Don’t worry. Just 
trust the Welcome Wagon Hostess. 
[ brought our handy catering service 


house yet and we haven't 


along with me. (She opens the door, 
ringing her hand bell. Cooks enter 
with a portable stove and a huge pot. 
We'll have some 


food for you in no time. (Ist Cook 


Then Cooks exit.) 


enters with a huge sack marked 


“Flour Cook 
enters with a sack marked “Sugar 


100 pounds’; 2ND 

100 pounds”; 3rd Cook enters with 

big carton marked ‘‘Eggs 99 dozen.” 
Eves clap their hands.) 

Ist EF: It’s going to be a cake. 

2xnp Etr: What a cake! A hundred 
pounds of flour! 

3rp Evr: A hundred pounds of sugar! 

4muH Eur: Ninety-nine dozen eggs! 

(Cooks dump contents of sacks into 

Then they set 

the pot on the stove and march up and 

with their hands behind their 


backs, looking at their watches and 


pot, and stir to music. 
down 
shaking their heads. Oven timer rings. 


The 
dart over to the pot. The Ex.ves begin 


Cooks stop their pacing and 


to dance around and clap their hands.) 
Ist ELF: Cake! 


2np Eur: A hundred pounds of flour. 
3rp ELF: A hundred pounds of sugar. 
tru ELF: Ninety-nine dozen eggs. 
ELves (All together): Oh, what a cake! 
(Cooks bring a huge platter and after 
a struggle manage to lift the cake out 
of the cauldron. They turn to reveal 


one solitary little cupcake in the 





center of the platter. Cooks exit, 
leaving their portable stove.) 

ist Evr: A hundred pounds of sugar, 
a hundred pounds of flour, ninety- 
nine dozen eggs for that? 

Mrs. Timoruy: I forgot to tell you 
we're on a diet. 

Ist Eir: What’s a diet? 

Mrs. Timorny: A diet is when you 
want to eat an enormous cake and 
all you are allowed is a little tiny 
one, 

Ist Eur: I don’t think I like diets. 
2np Evr: You mean to say it’s always 
going to be like this around here? 

MEGAN and Jenny: Always. 

Ist Er: Let’s take a vote on it, fel- 
lows. Shall we move out? 

E.ves: Agreed, agreed! (MEGAN, 
JENNY, Rees, NAN and Mrs. Tim- 
oTHy clap each other on the back and 
shake hands and dance around. Mrs. 
TrmorTny starts to leave.) 

Ist Ex.r: But, where will we go? 
(Other Eves point to Mrs. Trmoruy, 
and fall into step with her, following 
her out.) 

Mecan: My goodness, it seems quiet 
without them. 

JENNY: It’s so peaceful. 

Megan (Doubtfully): It’s nice with- 
out them. It is nice, isn’t it? 

JENNY (Taking out her handkerchief 
and wiping her eyes): So quiet. 

MeaGan: I wish they were back! 

JENNY: It’s so lonely. 


Rees: But, you said you wanted to get 
rid of them! 

Nan: You moved to escape from them! 

JENNY: We were used to them. 


Meacan: How ever are we going to get 
along without them? It’s their din- 
ner time. 

JENNY: We have to get them back. 
We just have to get them back! 

Meaan: How? (They exchange glances. 
They rush over to the pot and start 
throwing in onions, potatoes, etc., from 
the wagon.) 

JENNY: Open the doors, please, Rees. 

Meaan: Wide as you can. We want 
the smell of the stew to travel far. 
(They set the stew on the portable 
stove and then begin fanning the 
steam with a dish towel, so that it goes 
out the open doors.) 

Nan: Umm, it does smell nice. It’s 
enough to make anyone hungry. 
(Music. In come the Eves, beaming, 
and They cluster 
around MEGAN and JENNY.) 

Ist Exir: You didn’t really think we’d 
leave you, did you? 

2nD EF: We couldn’t bear to go 
away from you. (Takes knife and 
fork from his pocket.) 

3rD EF: Besides, do you know what 
Mrs. Timothy was having for din- 
ner? Turnips! (Brings out salt and 
pepper from his pocket.) 


sniffing aloud. 


Meaan: Don’t ever leave us again! 

Ist Etr: We promise. Where’s our 
dinner? 

2np Etr: It’s time for dinner. 

3RD EvF: We'll put a bad spell on you, 
if you don’t give us our dinner! 
(Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 74) 





The Mother Goose Bakeshop 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 
PITACAKE 
PATACAKE 
CureF BAKER 
Mr. FRostTING 
Mornuer HuspsarpD 
Fipo 
Bo PEEP 
SIMPLE SIMON 
Miss MuFFret 
JACK SPRATT 
Mrs. SPRATT 
WOMAN IN THE SHOE 
Tommy TUCKER 
CHILDREN 
TEACHER 
BrrTapay Boy or GIRL 


three little bakers 


Sertine: A Bakeshop. 


At Rise: The THree LirrLe BAKERS, 
armed with big wooden spoons, are at 
the table. 
apron and a tall chef’s hat. They sing 
to the tune of “‘Looby Loo”’: 

Here we will mix the dough, 
Here we stir round and round, 


Each BAKER wears a white 


Then we will beat and beat, 
Making you goodies to eat. (Suzting 


actions to the words) 


We put our big spoons in, 

We take our big spoons out, 

We give our big spoons a shake, 
shake, shake, 

And turn the bow! about. (Taking 
up shakers) 


We shake some sugar in, 

We shake some sugar out, 

We give our shakers a shake, shake, 
shake, 

And turn the bow! about. 


We put our beaters in (Taking up egg 
beaters) 

We take our beaters out, 

We give our beaters a shake, shake, 
shake, 

And turn the bowl about. 


Cuter Baker: That should do the 
trick. I think the batter is finished. 
PrracaKE: Do you think there’s enough 
sugar? 
PATACAKE: Do 
enough flour? 
Curer Baker (Tasting): Umm. Just 
This should be a beautiful 


you think there’s 


right. 
cake. 

PrracaKE: Now we will pour the batter 
into the pans. (Pours batter) 

PatracaKE: And I will put them in the 
oven. 

Cul1kEF BAKER: Don’t forget to prick it 
and nick it and mark it with “B.” 
That’s what the order says. 

PrracaKE: Who ordered this beautiful 
cake? 

CuiEF Baker: I don’t know. 
you get the name? 

PrracaKE: No. Didn’t you get it? 

Cuier BAKER: Patacake, did you get 
the customer’s name? 


Didn’t 





PATACAKE: Not me. What does the 
order say? 
Cnuier Baker (Takes order sheet from 
apron pocket and holds it so PITACAKE 
and PATACAKE can see it): This is 
what it says 
“Pat-a-Cake”’ 
Pat-a-cake, Pat-a-cake, Baker’s man, 
Bake a cake, master, as fast as you 
can. 

Prick it and nick it and mark it with 
-_. 

And have it all ready and waiting for 
me. 

All ready for me, all ready for me, 

And have it all ready and waiting 
for me! 

PrracakeE: But there’s no name. 

ParacakeE: I can’t think of any cus- 
tomer whose name starts with “B”’ 

Curer Baker: Oh well, someone will 

call for it. 

oven so it will be ready. 
the 


u ith cake 


Better get it into the 
Pitacake 
will help me_ with customers. 
(PATACAKE exits 
MoTHER 


from opposite side.) 


pans, as 
HussBarp and Fipo enter 
Prracake (From behind counter): Good 

morning. What can I do for you? 
Moruer Hupsarp 

I’m old Mother Hubbard, 

I went to the cupboard 

To get my poor dog a bone 

But when I got there, 

The cupboard was bare, 

And so my poor dog had none. 
Prracake: And there was nothing there 

for you, either! How would you like 

some nice fresh bread? 
Moruer Husparp 
Fipo: Arf! Arf! 
MoruHer Husparp: And a coffee cake, 


too, if you have one. 


That will be fine. 


All sing to the tune of 


PrracakE: We do indeed: a nice fresh 
one, right out of the oven. 

I'rpo: Arf! Arf! 

Moruer Hvupparp: Hush, Fido! You 
know it isn’t nice to bark when we 
go shopping! 

lipo (Sitting up): Bow, wow, wow, 
I’m hungry now! 
Ask him for 
Some puppy chow! 

MorHer Hvusparp: 
Please put in 


Isn’t he clever? 

a box of doggie bis- 
cuits, and deliver it all to my house 
just as soon as you can. 

lipo: Arf! Arf! 
you! 

CHIEF Mother 
Hubbard, but did you order a cake 
for today? 

Moruer Hupparp: A cake? 
I’m not (To 
order a cake for today, Fido? 

lipo (Shaking his head): Arf! Arf! 


Thank 


Thank you! 


BAKER: Excuse me, 


Dear me, 


sure. ipo) Did I 


Morner Husparp: Fido says no, I 


didn’t. Perhaps some other day, Mr. 
Baker. 

Cuter Baker: I can’t think who 
ordered it. It is to be marked with 
the letter “B”’. 

Morner Hupparpb: Maybe it was Bo 
Peep. I saw her coming this way. 

We must be on 

the 


Come along, Fido. 


our way. Say goodbye to 
bakers. 
Fino: Arf! 


and 


Arf! 
Fipo exit as 
from the other side.) 


(Moruer HusBBarD 
PATACAKE enters 


PaTracaKE: The cake is in the oven and 
I told Mr. Frosting to put on a big 
“B” with pink icing. (Bo PEEP 
enters crying loudly.) Dear me! Who 
is it? 





Bo Prep: I’m little Bo Peep. I’ve lost 
my sheep! 
And can’t tell where to find them! 

PATACAKE: them and 

they'll come home, 
Wagging their tails behind them. 

Bo Prep: That’s what everybody tells 
me, but I can’t help worrying about 
them. 

CurieF Baker (At counter): Here, have 
a sugar cake, and you'll feel better. 
(Take 8 
counter 

Bo Prep (Taking sugar cake 
Curer Baker): Oh, thank you, 
thank you very much. (Lats it) 
Yum! This You always 
have good things in here. 

THreE Bakers: Thank you, Bo Peep. 

Bo Prrr: Dear I’ve 
worried about my sheep, I’ve for- 


Leave alone, 


sugar cake from beneath 


from 


ry | 
Is good, 


me! been so 
gotten what I came for. 

Curer Baker: Was it a cake? 

Bo Prep: I don’t think so. 

PITACAKE: A lovely big cake, marked 
with a “B’’? 

Bo Peer: My name begins with “B” 
What kind of cake is it? 

PaTaAcaKE: A great big cake with yel- 
low dough! 

Bo PEEP: Dough! 
remember what I came for. 


Now I 
Mother 
said to buy a dozen doughnuts! 

Oh! (Puts 
doughnuts in box) Here they are, all 


Dough! 


PITACAKE: Doughnuts! 
nice and fresh. 

Bo Peep (Pretending to pay for them): 
Thank you. 
And 
your sheep. 
Bo Prep: I'll try not to. 

for the sugar cake 


PATACAKE: don’t worry about 


Thank you 


Turee Bakers: You're welcome. (Bo 
PEEP exits.) 

Curer Baker: We still haven’t found 
out who ordered that cake. 

PrracaKE: Maybe it 
Simon. It would be just like him to 
order a cake and forget all about it. 

Yes, the silliest 

like the time he met the 


was Simple 


PATACAKE: he does 
things 
Pieman. 

Curer BAKER: 
(SIMPLE 


Yes, I 


enters as 


remember. 
SIMON CHIEF 
BAKER ts reciting 
Simple Simon met a Pieman, 
Going to the Fair. 
Said Simple Simon to the Pieman, 
“Let me taste your ware.”’ 
PrracaAKE: And what did the Pieman 


say? 


SmpLE Seon: [ll tell you what he 


said: 
Said the Pieman to Simple Simon, 
“Show me first your penny.” 

Said Simple Simon to the Pieman, 
“Indeed, I have not any!” 

PiracaKE: And did the Pieman give 
you one of his pies without the 
money? 

SmmpLe Stmon: Indeed he didn’t. But 
I have a penny today, and I want a 
nice fresh cherry pie. 

PiracaKE (Handing him a pie): Here 
it is, Simon. 

Sree Sruon: Thank you, and here’s 
the penny. That’s all the money I 
have. 

PiracAKE: What about the cake? 

SIMPLE SmMon: What cake? 

PrracaAKE: Didn’t you order a_ big 
cake marked with a ‘‘B’’? 

Sree Sumon: No, indeed. 
cake — just pie. (zits 

CuieF Baker: Here 


I never eat 


come Mr. and 





Mrs. Spratt. They have a little girl 
with them. She looks frightened. 
(Mrs. and Mrs. Spratt enter with 
Miss MuFFEeTt.) 

Miss Murrer: He’s after me! 
after me! I know he is! 

Mrs. Spratt: Now! Now! Now! 
Don’t get so excited. There’s nothing 
to be afraid of! 

Mr. Spratr: This is little Miss 
Muffet. She has just had a terrible 
experience. (Mr. and Mrs. Spratt 
and Miss MurFFeET sing or recite): 
“Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet, 
Eating some curds and whey, 


He’s 


There came a big spider, and sat 
down beside her 
And frightened Miss Muffet away.” 
Miss Murret: Oh, it was a terrible 
spider, Mrs. Spratt! It was this big! 
(Holds he r hands SEUE ral inch § apart) 
I was so scared, I dropped my bowl 
of curds and whey and ran! Now I 
am hungry. 
Mrs. Spratt: Then you shall have a 
cinnamon bun. 
PaTacakKE: Here’s a nice one all full of 
es bun to Miss MuFFer) 
will Mrs. 


raisins. (G72 
And 
Spratt? 

Mrs. Spratr: Oh dear, I hardly know. 


what you have, 


Meals are such 
(Recites): 
Jack Spratt will eat no fat, 
And I will eat no lean. 


a problem at our 
house. 


And so, between us both, you see 
We lick the platter clean. 

Mr. Spratr: But the Doctor says we 
must eat other things besides meat. 
He says we should start the day with 
a good breakfast, so we'll take a loaf 
of toast! 

PaTACAKE (As all laugh): I'll give you 


a loaf of bread, Mr. Spratt, but 
you'll have to make the toast your- 
self. (Gives bread to Mr. Spratt) 
That will be twenty-five cents, 
please. 

CureF BAKER: By the way, did you 
order a cake for today? 

Mrs. Spratt: No, sir. But I think I’d 
like to have one for tomorrow. 

Curer Baker (T7aking notebook and 
pencil from beneath counter): And 
what kind would you like? 

Mrs. Spratt: I’d like chocolate. 

Mr. Spratt: I’d like vanilla! 

Mrs. Spratr: Chocolate! 

Mr. Spratt: Vanilla! 

Curer Baker: We'll make you a two- 
layer cake: one layer chocolate, the 
other vanilla. 

Mr. and Mrs. Spratr: That will be 
fine. 

Mrs. Spratt (70 Miss Murret): And 
you may come for lunch and have a 
piece, my dear. 

Miss Murret: Thank you. You are 
very kind to me. (Mr. and Mrs. 
Spratr and Miss MurFFet exit as 
Mr. Frostina enters with birthday 

It is decorated 
with a “B” and has candles on it.) 

Mr. FrostinG: Here’s the cake. 


cake on a cake stand. 


I’ve 
nicked it and pricked it and marked 
it with “‘B’’, just the way you said. 

Au.: It’s beautiful! 

CureF Baker: Put it here on the 
counter, Mr. Frosting. (Mr. Frost- 
ING puts cake on counter.) And here 
is an order for tomorrow from Mr. 

Mrs. Spratt. (Hands Mr. 
FROSTING a page from his notebook) 
One layer is to be chocolate, and the 
other, vanilla. 

Mr. Frostina (As he exits): Very 


and 





(WOMAN IN THE SHOE 
CHILDREN 


good, sir. 

enters with 

desired.) 
PiracaKE: Good morning. I 


as many as 

believe 
you are a stranger in town. 

WoMAN IN THE SHOE: Yes, we just 
moved into the shoe-house 

the street. 


PaTacaKE: Are all of these your chil- 


across 


dren? 

WoMAN IN THE SHOE: Every one of 
them! They say I’m the Old Woman 
in the Shoe who has so many children 
she doesn’t know what to do. 

Cuier BAKER: They certainly are well 
behaved. 

WoMAN IN 
be! Last night 
broth without any bread and whipped 


rHE SHOE: They ought to 


I gave them some 


them all soundly and put them to 
bed! 


want to give them a treat. 


Now today they are so good I 
Do you 
have any cookies? 


CHIEF Yes, 
large baq 


(Takes 


beneath 


BAKER: indeed. 


from 


shopping 

counter) How about these? 

WoMAN IN THE SuHoe: There should be 
enough to go around. 

Tommy: Don’t 


bread, please, Mother. 


forget my nice white 
WoMAN IN THE SHOE: I won’t forget, 
A loaf of 
white bread, please. This is Tommy 
Tell the bakers about 
Tommy, children. (CHILDREN sing 


Tommy. (70 Prracaki 


Tucker. 


the following song 

“Little Tommy Tucker, sing for your 
supper, 

What shall he 
and butter. 

How can 
knife? 

How 


sing for, white bread 


he cut it without any 


can he marry without any 


73 


wife?” (PrracaKE puts loaf of 


bread into shopping bag.) 


WomMAN IN THE SwHoe: Of course, 


they’re just teasing about Tommy’s 


getting married, but the part about 
the white bread and butter is very 
true. He eats it all the time. 

CHILDREN: Look, Mother, look at the 
big cake! It must be somebody’s 
birthday. 

WoMAN IN THE SHOE: Well, it’s none 
of yours, so don’t think you’re going 
to get any. Cookies are enough for 

you. Now come along. 

CHILDREN: Goodbye, Mr. Baker. (/rit) 

Cuter Baker: That’s the last of our 
customers, and no one has ealled for 
the fancy cake. 

PITACAKE: But now, we know that the 
“B” stands for Birthday. 

PATACAKE: It must be a birthday cake 
but whose? 
Curer Baker: Wait 

member! 
who ordered the birthday cake. 

PATACAKE: Who? 

It 


me 


I re- 


[ remember 


a minute! 
I remember! 


PITACAKE an 
CHIEF 
teacher! 


a lady 
her 


3AKER: 
Let 
(Reaches into pocket for 


was a 


see, name 
was 
slip of paper) Her name was Miss 
(Fill in’ 
play) and she teaches 
school. The birthday cake 


ith name of teacher giving the 
grade 
in 
is for (Names either boy or girl or 
both). Is Miss 
(Real teacher enters with boy or girl 


in the audience? 

whose birthday is being celebrated. 
This may be a surprise tf the teacher 
d Ah! 
is our Birthday Boy (or Birthday 
Girl). 

TEACHER (With child or children for 

It’s a 


estres.) Here she is, and here 


whom party is to be given): 





beautiful cake, Mr. Baker. Thank 
you so much. And now we want to 
all of Mother 


customers back on stage to share in 


invite your Goose 


our birthday party for (name child). 


We are sure this is a birthday he 
(or she) will never forget. (To music 
of Birthday to Yow all 


characters march on stage and close 


“Happy 


by singing a birthday greeting to the 
child who is to he 


Curtain 


honored. (¢ urtain. 


may close and reopen on 
actual party or it may remain open as 
teacher he lps Birthday Boy or Girl 


cul the cake - 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Moruer Goose BAKESHOP 


Characters: 8 male; 6 female; 1 male or female 


as many is desired 


Play 


extras 


ng Time: 10 minutes. 
Costumes: The bakers wear long white aprons 
and tall chef's hats. Mr. Frosting wears a 
hat decorated to simulate frosted 
The Mother Goose characters 
are dressed in traditional costumes. Teacher 
and birthday boy or girl and other children 
weal evervda\ s hool ( lothes 


chef's 


ornaments 


Prope fies 4 large 
sugar 
mixing bowl: 3 cake 
for 
1 
small ple; cinname 


large 
large 
sheets of paper 
sugar cake: doughnuts: 
m bun: loaves of bread; 
il; cardboard boxes; large 
i cake stand; large shop- 


wooden spoons; 3 


shakers; 3 hand egg beaters: 
DANS: 


“orders’’; small 


notebook and pence 
birthday cake on 
ping bag 
Setting: A bakeshop. There is a counter 
slightlv left of center stage with a few cake 
stands, loaves of bread, and a jar of dough- 
nuts. There is tray of paper bags 
presumably filled with cakes, 
Slightly right. of cent 
table on which is 
the pans 


beaters 


ilso iy 
cookies, pies, 
ete er is a small work 
mixing bowl] and 


sugar sh ind 


t huge 


cake iKers, 


egg 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER 
(Play on pages 47-56) 
Characters: 19 male; 2 
female extras as desired. 


female; male and 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Sixteenth century costumes. Mem- 
bers of the court, lords, and ladies wear 
court costumes. The crowd wears less 
elaborate costumes. Guards wear uni- 
forms. The Canty family, Hugo, and 
Ruffler wear ragged clothes. 

Properties: Swords, food, glasses, plates, 
silverware, document, napkin, goblet, book, 
bowl, great seal (large gold paper-covered 
disk), crown, trumpet or drum. 

Setting: scENE 1: The lavishly furnished 
chamber of the Prince. In the center are 
a table, set with plates, glasses, etc., and 
two chairs. SCENE 2: Same as Scene 1. 
There is only one chair at the table. 
SCENE: 3: The Canty’s room, sparsely and 
poorly furnished. ScENE 4: Westminster 
Abbey, decorated for the coronation. A 
throne, which may be on a platform, is at 
center rear. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
A Hovuserut or EtveEs 
(Play on pages 65-68 


Characters: 5 male; 8 female; 3 male or female; 
extra Flowers and Elves, if desired. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

The Elves wear traditional elf 
costumes. The Cooks are dressed in white 
and wear tall chef's hats. Mrs. Timothy 
wears a full, long skirt with a white blouse 
and a large-brimmed flowered hat. The 
other characters wear everyday clothes. 

Properties: Household goods  (saucepans, 
kettles, ladles, ete chairs, hand bell, 
calling cards, wagon filled with vegetables, 
napkins, knife and fork, salt and pepper 
shakers, portable barbecue or stove, large 
pot, oven timer, watches, small cupcake, 
large platter; two large sacks, one marked 
“Flour — 100 pounds” and the other 
marked “Sugar 100 pounds”’; large car- 
ton marked 99 dozen.” 


Costumes: 


“Kggs 
There is no furni- 
are doors to the left and the 


Setting: A simple cottage 
ture. There 
right. 

ghtina: No special effects. 

Sound: Waltz 


stage 


music and other music, off- 





The Sea People 


by Betty Tracy Huff 


Characters 
JENNY, a little girl 
Tommy, her brother 
SEA PRINCESS 
SEAL 
OLD CRAB 
OYSTER 
LITTLE SHRIMP 
SeA Horses 
SHRIMPS 
SARDINES 
SEA URCHINS 
SCHOOL OF PORPOISE 
PorPoIsek TEACHER 
SCENE l 
Tre: The present. 
SETTING: The seashore. 
Berore Rise: Tommy 
enter in front of curtain and search 
SEAL 


JENNY and 


around a large rock. basks 
mu arby. 

JENNY It’s no 
Tommy, we'll never find it. 

Tommy (Still looking around): I hate 


to give up, Jenny. 


(Setting down use, 


JENNY (Standing up and looking down 
into the ocean): I’m almost sure the 
necklace slipped into the sea when 
I dropped it. 

SeaL (Flipping his way over to them 
Excuse me, I couldn’t help over- 

If I 


were you, I’d ask the Sea People to 


hearing what you were saying. 


help you find the lost necklace. 
JENNY Tommy (Together): The 
Sea People? 
SEAL: 
around here if you’ve never heard 


of the Sea People. 


and 


My, you must be strangers 


JENNY: We’re here only for summer 
vacation. 

Seat: Put these shells to your ears 

hear the People 

whispering. (JENNY and TOMMY 

take the shells, press them to thetr 

ears and listen. Off-stage voices say 


and you'll Sea 


“Swish. Swish. Seawish”’ to repre- 
sent the shell. 
The whispering begins softly and then 
louder until the 


Sea Princess ts heard clearly above 


sound heard in the 


grows voice of the 
the whispering of the Sea PEOPLE.) 
Sea Princess (Off-stage): Come down. 
We'll help you find the lost necklace. 
SEAL: That’s the Sea Princess calling 
a nice girl. (Polishes his flipper 
against his shoulders.) She belongs 
to the Neptune family, and relies on 
Put your hands 
take 


me for everything. 

in my flippers and I'll you 
down to meet her. 

Sea Princess (Off-stage): You haven't 
given them the magic seaweed yet. 
Mortals can’t stay under the water 
without that. 

SEAL (Grinning and putting a flipper 

over his mouth): Oh, silly me! (//unts 

in his pocket in a flustered way and 
finally draws out two wreaths of sea- 
weed, which he hangs around the neck 
of each child) Here you are, and you 
won't even get wet as long as you 

Now, 

(They go to the edge of the 

SEAL lakes their hands.) 

JENNY (Feeling the water with her toc 
It’s cold! 


SEAL: Oh, come on in. 


have the seaweed wreath on. 
come on. 
rock. 


Springs back) 


The water’s 





SEAL 
They 


fine. (JenNy, Tommy, and 


jump from the rocl into the Sed. 


exit between the curtains.) 


kK : * 


SETI ING: The sed. 


There is a large rock 


at right. 
At Rise: 


SEAL are on stage. 


and the 
Two Sea UrcHINs 
ing on conch shells. 

fur hastily): The 
Mind your 


JENNY, Tommy, 


enter, blo 
SEAL (Smoothing his 
Sea Princess is coming. 
PRINCESS 


manners, children. (SEA 


enters in a carrt drawn by the 


‘ nath . } 
DEA ith =6seaweed 


blow the 


HorSES rop &. 


The Sea URcHINS conch 


she lls as th S) AL ext nds a flip pe 2 to 
t of the 
4 


; } 
carriage and siwis on a lara TOCK. 


the Sea PRINCESS, who steps ¢ 


Sea Princess: I’m so glad you came, 
Jenny and Tommy. I’ve often seen 
you pl ing on the rocks and wished 
I could come out of the sea and join 
It isn’t often we get land folk 
down here. 


you. 
JENNY: It’s very kind of you to let us 
come, and | do hope we can find the 
We bought it 
and we would 


necklace down here. 
for Mary’s bin 
her to nf 


so like 


Tommy: Do yi suppose the Sea 
Horses can help us find it? 

Ist SEA Horse: We 
time (They stamp and prance and 
then start to run off 


2ND SEA 


would if we had 


Hors! ( all ng ole his 
School of Por- 


They have a class 


shoulder): There’s 

poise coming. 

here every afternoon. They’re very 

clever. They’ll be able to tell you 

the necklace is, 
(SEA Horsss exit.) 

SeA Princess: You must be very care- 


where I’m _ sure. 


ful not to mention the word Por- 
poise while they are here at their 
lessons. It sets them off, you see, 
and then you'll get nothing sensible 
(PoRPOISE SCHOOL 


out of them. 


enters, led by Teacner. They sol- 
emnly sit down in rows, and take out 
their pencils and notebooks.) 

Tommy: Why 


the word Porpoise while 


mention 
(SEAL 
claps a flipper over Tommy’s mouth.) 


mustn’t we 


Ist Porpotse (Beginning to laugh): 
For what porpoise are you here? 

SEAL: They’re off! We warned you! 

(Starting to howl with 
laughter): We’re here on porpoise to 
help you find the necklace. 

3rD Porporse (Digging his neighbor 


2nD PoRPOISE 


in the ribs and starting to scream with 
mirth): We came porpoisely! 
Princess (7'o Treacuer): Can’t 
you stop them? 


SEA 


PorPoIsE TEACHER 
flippers 


stopping them. 


(Wringing her 

: Once they start there’s no 

JENNY: My goodness, they won’t be 
able to say anything sensible for 
the rest of the afternoon. 

Porpoise Tracner: Then there’s no 
porpoise in our staying here any 
longer. (Begins to howl with laugh- 

ter. PoRPoIseE ScHoou exits, laugh- 

ing. The Oud CRAB enters.) 

Oup Cras: I really don’t know what 

Did 


Porpe ise 


the young folks are coming to. 
that School of 


And on my way, that 


you see 
laughing? 
careless Little Shrimp trod on my 
toe. (Waves his pincers) 

JENNY: We’re sorry about your toe, 
Mr. Crab, but, if you please, I won- 
der if you can help us. Tommy and 





I accidentally dropped a necklace 
into the sea. 

Op Cras: Careless of you, wasn’t it? 
What goes into the sea seldom comes 
out of it. 

Tommy: I do wish you could help us. 
We need the necklace very badly 
because it’s a birthday gift for our 
friend Mary. 

Oup Cras: I can’t help you. You'll 
have to wait until high tide. If 
you’re lucky, the necklace will be 
washed up on shore. 

JENNY: High tide isn’t until tomorrow, 
and Mary’s birthday party is this 
afternoon. 

Oxp Cras: Hurry, scurry, that’s land 
folk, no time for anything. You 
don’t catch the Sea People hurrying. 
(The Sea Horses race in at a 
gallop.) 

Ist Sea Horse: The necklace — 


Jenny and Tommy (Together): Yes? 

SeaL: You mean you’ve found the lost 
necklace? 

2npD SEA Horse: No, but someone 
signaled to us that he has seen it. 


Sea Princess: How wonderful! Who 
was it? 

Ist Sea Horse: The Oyster. (SEAL, 
Sea Princess and OLp CRAB groan 
and shake their heads.) 

Jenny: Why, whatever is wrong? 

Sra: Just try to get the Oyster to talk. 
He’s seen your necklace all right. We 
should have thought of him. He 
knows everything that goes on down 
here, but will he talk about it? No! 

Sea Princess: Hush, here he comes! 
We'll all have to be very quiet. You 
know what they say down here in 
the bottom of the sea, “Any noise 
annoys an oyster, but a noisy noise 


annoys an oyster most.” (Enter 
OysTER, who ambles over to the sea 
bed and curls up and falls asleep.) 

JENNY: Please, Mr. Oyster, won’t you 
tell us where Mary’s necklace is? 

Sra: So you won’t talk, eh? 

Sea Princess: I’m sure there is a way 
to make the Oyster speak. I remem- 
ber Father Neptune telling me about 
it, but I can’t remember what it was. 

Tommy: I do wish you could remember. 
There isn’t much time left before the 
birthday party. 

Cras: Time! Time! That’s all any- 
one talks about these days. Hurry, 
scurry, that’s how that Little Shrimp 
trod on my toe. Look at those 
Sardines coming! Hurry, hurry and 
scurry, scurry. (SARDINES enter in a 
block, each with his right arm on 
shoulder of SARDINE in front.) 

JENNY: If you please . . . (Goes forward 
toward SARDINES who immediately 
close up their ranks) 

SaRDINES: No room! 

JENNY: But I don’t want to join you! 

Ist SARDINE: I should think not! 

SARDINES: No room, no room! 

Jenny: All I want to do is to ask you 
if you know of a way to make the 
Oyster talk. Tommy and I want 
him to tell us where he saw the lost 
necklace. 

Ist SARDINE: There’s a housing short- 
age on, and all she wants to do is 
talk about Oysters! 

JENNY: But — 

SARDINES: No room, no room! (They 
scamper off in a block.) 

Cras: No manners, either. Just like all 
the young folk. If ever I see that 
Little Shrimp who trod on my toe! 
(Snaps pincers. Enter Surmups. The 





LirrLE Surimp sees the CRAB and 
ducks behind the PRINCESS’s. throne 
When he thinks the 


CRAB isn’t looking, he peers out from 


out of sight. 


around the throne. 

Tommy: Can any of you Shrimps tell 
us how to make the Oyster talk? 
Ist Surimp: The Little Shrimp can tell 
that. He all about. it. 
My goodness, wherever is he? He 


you knows 
was here a moment ago. 

Jenny: Oh, dear, is he lost, too? I 
never saw such a place as the sea 
for losing things. 

Tommy: Now, we’ll never get to Mary’s 
birthday party. And there was to 
be a cake — (LirrLe Sarimp crawls 
out a little way from behind throne) 
and ice cream (LirrLeE SHRIMP 
comes outa bit f irthe Fe 

Tommy: And paper hats and candy. 

LirrLe Sure (Running out): I can’t 
let you miss all that. I do know how 
to make the ¢ yster talk. 

JENNY: Do tell us quickly. 
we make the Oyster talk? 

LirrLe Surimp: Tickle his toes! 

SEA PRINCESS: 


How can 


Of course, I remember 
that’s what Father Neptune 
told me. 


Cras: We'll say no more about my toe, 


now, 


young man. Given time, we might 
even forget about it. 

Tommy: Hurry! (They rush over to the 
Oyster and tickie his toes. He jumps 
up.) 

Oyster: You’re looking for a necklace 
in a plastic box? It’s under that 

over there. (They rush over. 

JENNY lifts the stone and brings out 

the necklace.) There you are. I told 


re ek 


Under the rock, I said. 
it was under the rock. It was where 
I told you . . . under the rock. Oh, 
dear, now I’ve started to talk I can’t 
stop, even though I’ve really nothing 
important to say now that the neck- 
lace is found. (Retires mumbling and 


I said 


you. 


gesticulating to a corner.) 
Tommy: Now for Mary’s_ birthday 
party! 
JENNY: We 


enough, Sea 


can never thank you 


(Enter the 
PORPOISE 
ScHoo., and PorpPorse TEACHER.) 
Sea Princess: Stay with us, Jenny 
It gets lonely under 
You don’t know 
how often we see you mortals play- 


People. 


SARDINES, SEA Horsss, 


and Tommy. 
the sea sometimes. 


ing on the shore and wish we could 

play, too, but we can never leave the 
Please stay with us. 

PEOPLE: 


sea, 
SEA Please Please, 
(JENNY Tommy 
shake their heads and slowly begin to 
walk toward the rock at left, which 
The SEA PEOPLE 
draw backward and off-stage as if 


stay. 


please stay. and 


represents the shore. 


being drawn away by the 
tide J 
SEA Princess: Stay....S...S (Her 


outgoing 


voice becomes a whisper, then dies into 
the sound of the shell once again. 
JENNY and Tommy take off the sea- 
weed wreaths and lay them on the rock. 
They go off slowly, hand in hand. 
JENNY picks up the shell SEAL gave 
to her and looks at it, as Tommy leads 
her slowly away. Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 14) 





Part Four 


Round-the-World Play 





Stanislaw and the Wolf 


by Paul T. Nolan 


Charact rs 
St. STANISLAW, patron saint of Poland 
IvAN, the bear 
Sam, the squirrel 
Masua, the rabbit 
ANDREY, the fox 
ADOLF, the wolf 
Roppey, a school boy 
BERTHA, an old woman 
Water, the blacksmith 
Time: Long, long ago. 
SETTING: A clearing in the 
front of the hut of St. Stanislaw. 
Ar Rise: Sr. STANISLAW 7s sitting in 
front of his hut. With a flat stone, he 


is grinding wheat into flour in an 


woods, in 


earthen bowl. Oj}-stage can be heard 
the singing of birds. 

STANISLAW: The birds are in the tree, 
the air is free, and the water flows 
clear in the rippling brook. It’s 

all’s the 

(Ivan, the bear, comes run- 


easy to see right with 
world. 


ning in yelling and holding his nose 


My goodness! All’s 
not right with my friend, Ivan, the 
What has 
Mrs. 


with both paws.) 

bear. (To Ivan, rising) 
happened, my friend? Did 
Bear poke you on the nose? 

Ivan: Indeed not. It’s the miserable 


bees. They stung me again — and 
for nothing. 

STANISLAW: For nothing? I'll have to 
speak to them about it. 

IvAN: Well, almost for nothing. 
just going to taste a little honey. 


STANISLAW: 


I was 


Ivan, friend. 


My 
When will you learn 


my 
friend, Ivan. 
to keep your nose out of the beehive? 
It seems to me that you get it stung 
at least once a week. 

Ivan: 1 know. I know, and it hurts so. 
But what am I to do? I love honey 


so much that I can’t keep away from 
it. 
STANISLAW: Unless one learns to like 


only those things that are his, he 
may expect many a sharp pain in 





Author’s Notes on STANISLAW AND THE WOLF 


During much of its history, Poland has existed in a state of “legalized anarchy,”’ as a herd 


of sheep surrounded by hungry wolves. Most of the strong military powers of Europe have, at 


one time or another, made their camps in this north-central European nation 


under 


the French 


Napoleon, the Russians under Catherine, the Germans under Hitler, and now the 


Soviets. It is not surprising, therefore, that the folk tales of the Poles are frequently grim and 


that even the Polish saints, like Stanislaw, are as much respected for their cunning in “fooling 


the wolf’ as they are for their goodness in ‘feeding the lamb.” 


The folk legend upon which this play is based is set in the Golden Age of Poland, when 


animals could talk and men like St. Stanislaw lived in peaceful communion with them. But 


even in this Golden Age, there were the wolves, ready to pounce on man and devour him. 
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this life. When, oh when will all 

my friends learn there is enough for 

this world without 
robbing our neighbors? 

Ivan: You are right and good, Brother 
Stanislaw. Of course, it is easy to 
be right if one is good. But if it’s all 
the same to you, I'll take the sermon 
later. Now, tell me what to do 
about my nose. 

STANISLAW: Go to the river bank and 
put and sit 
quietly and stay away from bees. 

Ivan: I shall, Brother Stanislaw. I 
shall. Thank you. (IVAN exits.) 

STANISLAW: And he will, too, until the 

I should keep a supply 

of wet mud here just for Ivan. He’ll 

(Sam and MASHA 


everyone in 


mud on your nose, 


next time. 


always need it. 
enter, holding hands and laughing.) 
Hello, my friends. It is good to see 
that joy and laughter have not dis- 
appeared from this world. 

Sam: Good morning, Brother Stanis- 
law. 

Masuna: Good morning, Brother Stan- 
islaw. 


STANISLAW: Tell me, why are you so 


happy? Because it is spring? 
Sam: Well, yes, partly. 


STANISLAW: Because the birds are sing- 
ing? 

Masna: Yes, that, too. 

STANISLAW: Because the water in the 
brook is clear? 

Sam: I guess because of that, too. 

STANISLAW: Because all’s right with 
the world? 

Masna: Oh, that most of all. Do you 
know what we did? (Laughs) You 
tell him, Sam. 

Sam: No, you tell him, Masha. 

Masua: Oh, you tell him. 


Sam: You tell it better than I do. Girls 
always do. 

Masa: But this is the sort of thing a 
boy tells better. 

STANISLAW: Will one of you please tell 
me? 

Masua: All right, I’ll tell you. 
know Andrey, the fox? 

STANISLAW: Indeed I do. 

Sam: She has a garden full of the most 
wonderful things: nuts and carrots 
and... 

Masua: I thought I was going to tell 
this. 

Sam (Bowing from the waist): My par- 
don, madam — after you. 

Masnua: Early this morning when 
Andrey was working in her garden, 
we sent Sandra Sparrow to tell her 
that in the west end of the forest 
there grew carrots as big as trees. 


You 


Sam: And when she went to get some, 
we jumped into her garden and ate 
and ate and ate. 

Masua: I thought I was going to tell 
this! 

Sam: Again my pardon, madam — 
after you. 

Masua: Everything tasted so good — 
the carrots and lettuce especially! 
Sam: And the nuts were delicious. (7'o 
Masua) If I may be permitted to 

interrupt to say so? 

STANISLAW: My goodness, you two are 
going to have trouble when Andrey 
returns. She won’t like this. 

Sam: We know. We hid in the bushes 
until she returned. 

Masa: Her face grew blue and then 
purple and then green. It was the 
funniest thing. 

STANISLAW: I am disappointed in both 
of you. The forest is full of things 





that you may eat. Why must you 
take those things that don’t belong 
to you? 

Masua: They taste so much better in 
Andrey’s garden than in the woods. 

STaNIsLaAWw: You are both being very 
foolish. There will be trouble for 
you, I’m afraid. 

Sam: Oh, 
with us, and don’t give us a sermon 


Brother Stanislaw, laugh 


on a full stomach. 

Masna: Indeed, one should be in pain 
when listening to a sermon. 

STANISLAW: Ivan did not think so, but 
perhaps it is different with you two. 
At least we will have a chance to 
find out, for here comes Andrey now. 

Sam: Oh! We must run. Don’t tell 
her where we are. (Starts off run- 
ning) 

Masua: Sam, Sam, wait for me! 

Sam: Not this time. This time, it’s 
after me, madam. (//e runs off right 
and she follows.) 

STANISLAW: With so much good in this 
world, why do all my friends find so 
much bad to do? (ANDREY enters, 
bent over sniffing the ground. Svanis- 
LAW 
from his pocket and throws it in 
ANDREY’S face.) Oh, 
friend Andrey. 

ANDREY (Sneezing): Pepper! Dear me, 

Now | 


takes a pinch of something 


excuse me, 


I’ve lost my sense of smell. 


shall never find them. 

STANISLAW: Never find whom? 

ANDREY: Sam and Masha. They sent 
me on a fool’s errand this morning, 
and while I was gone they robbed 
my garden. 

STANISLAW: That wasn’t a very nice 
thing to do. But perhaps,it is just 
as well that you don’t find them 


now until you calm down. You 
wouldn’t want to do anything you'd 
be sorry for. 

Anprey: J’m not going to be sorry. 
They are. I’m going to eat them. 
STANISLAW: Dear me, now you 
talking like Adolph the wolf. 


ANpDREY: That’s the way I’m going to 


are 


be from now on. No more vege- 


tables and salads for me. From now 
on, I’m going to eat meat. 
STANISLAW: Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh 
What is happening to the 
creature will be 


dear. 
forest? 
safe from any other creature. 

AnprrEY: I don’t care. They started it, 
and besides I think that tender rab- 
bit and squirrel will taste just fine. 
Do you know where they are, 
Brother Stanislaw? 

STANISLAW: Not exactly. But I think 
you will be wise if you go in that 
direction. (Points off left, the oppo- 
site direction from that of Sam and 
Masna) Yes, I think you will be 
wise if you go that Way. 

AnpreEY: Thank you, Brother Stanis- 
law. And if I catch them, you must 


Soon no 


come for dinner. 
Sranistaw: I liked your dinners of 
But I don’t think 
I should care to eat my friends, or 


greens, Andrey. 


soon my friends might care to eat me. 
ANDREY: Suit yourself. But the way 
things are going these days, they 
may anyway. Thank you for your 
Brother This 
way you say? 
STANISLAW: I think that would be the 
Wise way to go. (ANDREY exits.) Oh, 


advice, Stanislaw. 


That was 
But I do believe that 
she is wise to go in the opposite 


dear, oh dear, oh dear. 
almost a lie. 





direction. Perhaps when she thinks 

about it some more, Sister Andrey 

will give Sam and Masha another 

chance. I certainly hope so. How 
can things be so right with the world 
and so wrong with all my friends? 
It is something I must think about. 
(ADoLPH, the wolf, enters.) 

ApoutpH: Good morning, Brother Stan- 
islaw. 

STANISLAW: Good morning, Adolph. 

ApoupeH: What are you doing? 

STANISLAW: Thinking. 

ApoLteH: Thinking? 
for? 


What on earth 
STANISLAW: I was wondering why, when 
this 

offer, 
bad. 
Apoupu: I’m glad you mentioned that. 
STANISLAW: You are? I’m pleased that 
you are concerned with the state of 
the world. I must admit, Brother 
Adolph, that I had just about given 


world has SO much good to 


all my friends hunger after 


you up for lost. Tell me, why do 
you think we all ignore the good and 
look for the bad? 

\poLpen: I wasn’t talking about that. 
I was talking about hunger. I’m 
hungry. 

STANISLAW: There are many fruits in 
the forest, and I am making some 
bread which I will share with you. 

Avorn: I’m hungry. I want meat! 

Do you think it right for 
the strong to live off the weak? 

ADoLtrH: I shouldn’t live at all if I 
tried to live off the But 


STANISLAW: 


strong. 


don’t have any worries for your little 


friends. I am not hungry for rabbit 
or squirrel. 

STANISLAW: I’m glad to hear that, at 
least. 


Ivan is at the river bank, if 


you were thinking of trying bear. 

Apoupu: I’m not such a fool as that. 
Besides bear meat is tough. My 
friend, Nito the Weasel, has told me 
about the tenderest meat in the 
world. 

SraNistaw: Nito! You are not keep- 
ing very good company, Adolph. 

ApoupH: He says it’s man. 

STANISLAW: My goodness, you are not 
thinking of eating a man! 

Apotreu: As a matter of fact, I am. 
And don’t try to talk me out of it 
with any of your sermons. I just 
want to know one thing. 

STANISLAW: Man. My goodness. Nito 
has certainly deceived you. Man is 
the toughest meat of all. 

Apoupu: I don’t mean to question your 
word, Brother Stanislaw, but I 
think I’ll find out for myself. I was 
just wondering if you had any sug- 
gestions as to what kind of man 
might taste best. 

STANISLAW: Believe me, none of them 
tastes good. But let me warn you: 

don’t eat any little boys on their 

way to school. They taste simply 
terrible. 

ApoupH: All little boys? 

STANISLAW: All little boys, without 
exception. And don’t eat any old 
ladies on their way to market. They 
are tough and stringy and all pepper 
and salt. 

Apo.rn: No little boys on their way 
to school and no old ladies on their 
way to market. All right. Now tell 
me what should I eat. 

STANISLAW: The tenderest of all men 

and even he’s not very tender 
is the blacksmith. He works by a 





fire all day, and this keeps his flesh 
soft and tender. 
ApoupeH: A blacksmith. 
that, and I'll eat no other except a 
blacksmith. that 
is. Of course, if I find blacksmith 
meat good, I may later try others 


l’ll remember 


lor my first try, 


even boys on their way to school and 
old ladies on their way to market. 
STANISLAW: I think that’s 
Try the blacksmith first. 
ADOLPH: Yes, indeed. 
eareful in 


sensible. 


One must be so 

trying something new. 
lirst impressions are so lasting. 

STANISLAW (Taking his bowl): Now, if 
you don’t mind, I must go into the 
house and bake my bread. 

ApoLpeH § (Sitting You don’t 
mind if I wait here for a blacksmith, 
do you? 


down): 


But 
a black- 


STANISLAW: No, be my 


don’t forget be 


guest. 

sure it’s 
smith. 

Apoupu: Oh, I'll be sure. I'll ask him. 
(STANISLAW goes into house. ADOLPH, 

As I was sitting all alone, 

should 


jolly, rosy blacksmith man, as tasty 


stinging) 
who come up to me—a 
as could be. (Roppry enters with 
books strapped toge the r over his shoul- 
der. Apoutru, rising) Hello there, my 
friend, Are you a blacksmith? 
Roppry: Of course not. 
see my books? I’m a school boy on 


Can’t you 
his way to school. 

Apo.pH: Of 
unappetizing. 
I'm 
(RoppeEy exits. 


You do look 


Well, on your way. 


course! 

waiting for a blacksmith. 
\DOLPH sitting down 
I’m certainly thankful to 
Brother Stanislaw for warning me 


again) 


about eating boys on their way to 


school. I had a feeling that even one 


bite out of that hide would make my 

(BERTHA 

carrying a basket. 
Apotpn, rising) Hello, there, my 
friend. Are you a blacksmith? 

Bertua: That's a very silly question to 
ask. Don’t market 
basket? 

Apotpu: I don’t like people who an- 


stomach ache all night. 


enters, market 


you see my 


swer questions by asking questions. 
Are you or are you not a blacksmith? 
Bertua: Indeed I am not. 
old lady on her way to the market. 
Apoureu: I should have guessed. All 
tough and stringy and pepper and 
salt. 
ing for a blacksmith. 
Bertua (Shaking her head and march- 
ing off): You're not very polite. 
Apvotreu (Yelling after her): I don’t 
have to be polite. I’m a wolf. (She 
Polite! If 
she thinks I’m going to eat some- 
thing tough and stringy and full of 
salt and pepper just to be polite, she 
In fact, 
if a blacksmith doesn’t come along 


I am an 


Well, on your way. I’m wait- 


exits and he sits down.) 


has another guess coming. 


soon, I might just give up the idea 
of eating any man. People, it seems, 
are very inconsiderate. (WALTER, 
the blacksmith, enters. He 
black apron. AdoLPH, without rising) 
Are you, by any chance, a black- 
smith? 

Watrer: Why yes, Brother Wolf, I 
am. Can I do anything for you? 

ADOLPH You 


wears a 


(Jumping up): are! 


Good. I am going to eat you. 


WALTER: Oh, 
teresting. 
ApotpeH: Yes, indeed I am. I told 
Brother Stanislaw that I wanted to 
eat man, and he told me that the 


you are? That’s in- 





tenderest of all men was the black- 
smith. 
Wa ter: I'll try to see that I don’t dis- 
But 
first let me go to the creek and wash 
I wouldn’t want 


appoint that good old man. 


my face and hands. 
to spoil your dinner with dust. 
Apo.pu: All right. 
stage left and takes a huge club from 


(WALTER goes up- 
under a bush. He swings wt a few 
ADOLPH takes out 
and 


times for practice. 

white 
around his neck.) 

WALTER (Putting the club behind his 
back and 
ApoupH): Well, I am all ready, ex- 

Let 


a huge napkin ties it 


coming downstage to 
cept that my hands are wet. 
me dry them on your bushy tail. 
ApoupH: I don’t really like getting my 
tail wet. But all right. Just 
(He turns around and bends 
WALTER grabs him by the tail 
hand and beats him on the 


this 
once. 
over. 
uith one 
head with his club. Avouru leaps and 
jumps and yells, then falls flat on the 
ground, STANISLAW comes out of the 
house. 
STANISLAW: Well, Mr. Blacksmith, has 
Adolph finished his dinner? 
Wa rer: He’s finished it, but I think 
he has lost his taste for man. 
STANISLAW: I hope so, Walter. I hope 
so. I feel sorry for the poor fellow 
there, but he who won’t learn by one 
man’s kindness will eventually learn 
by another man’s club. It’s a hard 
lesson, though. 


Water: It is indeed. But I must be 
on my way. 

SranisLAw: May I have your apron, 
Brother Walter? Perhaps Adolph 
hasn’t had his fill of blacksmith yet, 
and he might like your apron for 
dessert. 

Water (Laughing and taking off the 
apron and throwing it to STANISLAW) : 
I have a whole shop full of hammers 
if Adolph wants an after-dinner 
mint. (WALTER exits.) 

STANISLAW (Shaking ApoLPH): Adolph, 
Adolph. Wake up. Wake up. 

Apoupu (Sitting up): What happened? 
What happened? 

SraNnistaw: That’s what I was going 
to ask you. When I came out I 
found you here like this. 

Apotpu: I think I ate a blacksmith. 
At least I started to. 

STANISLAW (Handing him the apron): 
Then this must be left over from 
your meal. Do you want to eat it 
now? 

Apo.puH (Jumping up): Good heavens, 
no! That was the toughest meat I 
ever ate. In fact, I think I will see 
Andrey, the fox, about helping her 
tend her garden. I don’t think I 
ever want to eat meat again. (Limps 
off, shaking his head. As he 
exit, he turns.) The taste is all right 

but it’s so hard on your digestion! 
(Quick curtain) 
THE END 


(Production Notes on page 14) 
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Part Five 


Radio Play 





The Taming of the Shrew 


by William Shakespeare 
adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
IKXATHARINA MINOLA 
HoRrTENSIO 
PETRUCHIO 
Baptista MINOLA 
Two SERVANTS 
A TAtLor 
LUCENTIO 
NARRATOR 


NARRATOR: Once, in ancient Padua, 
there lived a lady named Katharina, 
who was most violent on the subject 
of men. 

KATHARINA (Loudly): VUll see thee 
hanged on Sunday, ere I’ll marry 
thee, or any other! 

Narrator: And vet, within a few short 
weeks, that same lady was heard to 
say: 

KATHARINA: Ladies, ladies, it is only 

meet 
We place our hands beneath our 
husbands’ feet. 

NARRATOR: How lady 
learned a lesson and mended her 
mind is the subject of one of William 


this Italian 


Shakespeare’s most hilarious come- 
dies, The Taming of the Shrew. 
Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 
NARRATOR: Baptista Minola, a wealthy 
merchant of Padua, has two young 
daughters, both unmarried. Bianca, 
the younger of the two, has many 
suitors for her hand; but Baptista 
vows that she shall not be wed until 


he finds a husband for his elder 
daughter, Katharina. And as Katha- 
rina is the sharpest-tongued shrew in 
all of Italy, it that poor 
Bianca is destined to die unmarried. 
However, there comes from Verona 


seems 


a hearty man named Petruchio, who 
is determined to find a wife — and 
what manner of wife he cares not, so 
long as she be wealthy. As our story 

with 
friend 


begins, Hortensio, in love 


Bianca, encounters his old 
Petruchio, in the streets of Padua. 
Hortensio: How now! Good friend 
Petruchio! How do you at Verona? 
Perrucuio (A lusty, 


virile voice): Signior Hortensio! 


high-spirited, 


Hortensio: Tell me now, sweet friend, 
what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old 
Verona? 
Such wind as_ scatters 
young men through the world 
To seek their fortunes further than 
at home. 


PETRUCHIO: 


Antonio, my father, is deceased, 


And I have thrust myself into this 


maze, 

Haply to wive and thrive as best I 
may. 

Petruchio, shall I then 
come roundly to thee, 

And 
favour’d wife? 

Thou’dst thank me but 
my counsel; 


HortTENSIO: 


wish thee to a shrewd ill- 


a little for 





And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be 
rich. 
Perrucuio: Signior Hortensio, ’twixt 
such friends as we, 
Few words suffice; and therefore, if 
thou know 
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s 
wife, 
Be she as loathsome and as curst and 
shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xantippe, or a worse, 
She moves me not, or not removes, 
at least, 
Affection’s edge in me, were she as 
rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas. 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua; 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 
Horrensio: I can, Petruchio, help thee 
to a wife 
Perrucnuio: Tell me her father’s hame, 
and it’s enough. 
Horrensio: Her father is Baptista 
Minola, 
An affable and courteous gentleman; 
Her name is Katharina Minola, 
Renown’d in Padua for her scolding 
tongue. 
Perrucuio: I will not sleep, Hortensio, 
till I see her! 
Horrensio: Thou’lt undertake to woo 
curst Katharine? 


Prerrucnio: Yea, and to marry her, if 
her dowry please. 
Why came | 


intent? 


hither but to that 
a little din ean daunt 


mine ears? (La ighs hilariously) 


Think you 


Horrensio: The motion’s good in- 
deed, and be it so: 
Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. 
Music: Light-hearted theme, in 
unde i's 


and 


Narrator: And so Petruchio, de- 
termined to wed the shrew, Katha- 
rina, if she have a large enough 
dowry, goes off to her father’s house 

where, at the moment, that very 
father’s life is being made miserable 
by that very shrew! 

KATHARINA (Off mike, shouting): No! 

Sounpb: Crash of dishes. 

(Fading Was 


gentleman thus grieved as I? 


BAPTISTA on): ever 
But who comes here? 

Hortensio (Fading on): Good morrow, 
neighbor Baptista. 

Baptista: Good 

Hortensio. 


morrow, neighbor 
God save you, gentle- 
men. 
Perrucnuio: And you, good sir. Pray, 
have you not a daughter, 

Call’d Katharina, fair and virtuous? 
Baptista: I have a daughter, sir, call’d 
Katharina. 
Perrucuio: I am a_ gentleman of 

Verona, sir, 
That, hearing of her beauty and her 
wit, 
Her affability and bashful modesty, 
Her wondrous qualities and mild 
behavior, 
Am bold to show myself a forward 
guest 
Within your house, to make mine 
eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have 
heard. 
Baptista (Dryly): As for my daughter 
Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more 
my grief. 
PerrRvUcHIO: Signior Baptista, my busi- 
ness asketh haste, 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 





Then tell me, if I get your daughter’s 
love, 
What dowry shall I have with her to 
wife? 
Baptista: After my death the one half 
of my lands, 
And in possession twenty thousand 
crowns. 
Perrucuio: And, for that dowry, I'll 
assure her of 
Her widowhood, be it that she sur- 
vive me, 
In all my lands and leases whatso- 
ever. 
Let specialties be therefore drawn 
between us, 
That covenants may be kept on 
either hand. 
Baprista: Ay, when the special thing 
is well obtain’d, 
That is, her love; for that is all in all. 
Perrucnio: Why, that is nothing; for 
I tell you, father, 
I am peremptory as she proud- 
minded ; 
So I to her, and so she yields to me; 
For I am rough, and woo not like 
a babe. 
Baptista: Well mayst thou woo, and 
happy be thy speed! 
But be 
happy words. 


thou arm’d for some 


Perrucuio: O! How I long to have 
some chat with her. 
Baptista (Fading): Hortensio, come. 
Petruchio, wait thou here. 
I shall send my daughter Kate to 
you. 
Perrucuio (Calling after him): 1 pray 
you do; I will attend her here, 
(Confidential, in close) And woo her 


with some spirit when she comes. 


Say that she rail; why then [’ll tell 
her plain 

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale. 

Say that she frown; I'll 
looks as clear 


say she 

As morning roses newly wash’d with 
dew: 

Say she be mute; then I’ll commend 
her tongue. 

If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 

When I shall ask the banns, and 
when be married. 

But 
Petruchio, speak. 


here she comes; and, now, 
(jood-morrow, Kate; for that’s your 
name, I hear. 

KATHARINA (A shrew; fading on): Well 
have you heard, but something 
hard of hearing: 

They call me Katharine that do talk 
of me. 

Perrucuio: You lie, in faith; for you 

are call’d plain Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and sometimes 

Kate the curst; 

But the 


Christendom! 


Kate, prettiest Kate in 

Take this of me, Kate of my consola- 
tion; 

thy 

every town, 


Hearing mildness praised in 
Myself am moved to woo thee for 
my wife. 
KATHARINA: Moved! In good time! 
Let him that moved you hither 
Remove you hence. 


Perrucnuio: Come, come, you wasp; 


i’ faith, you are too angry. 

KATHARINA: If I be waspish, best be- 
Ware my sting. 

Perrucuio: Good Kate, I am a gentle- 
man. 

IKXATHARINA: That I’ll try! 





SounpD: Slap. 
Perrucuio: O! I swear I’ll cuff you if 
you strike again. 

KATHARINA: If you strike me, you are 
no gentleman. 

Perrucuio: Nay, come, Kate, come; 
you must not look so sour. 

KATHARINA: It is my fashion when I 
see a crab. 

Perrucuio: Why, here’s no crab, and 
therefore look not sour. 

KATHARINA: There is, there is. 

Perrucuio: Then show it me. 

KATHARINA: Had I[ a glass, I would. 

Perruciuio: Nay, hear you, Kate: in 
sooth, you ’scape not so. 

KATHARINA: I chafe you, if I tarry: let 
me go. 

Perrucnio: Nay, not a whit. I find 
you passing gentle. 

"Twas told me you were rough and 
coy and sullen, 

\nd now I find report a very liar. 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, 
passing courteous, 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as 
spring-time flowers: 

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross 
in talk, 

But thou with mildness entertain’st 
thy wooers 


O slanderous world, that doth report 


Kate wrongly! 

KATHARINA: Where did you study all 
this goodly speech? 

Perrucuio: It is extempore, from my 
mother-wit. 

KATHARINA: A witty mother! Witless 
else her Son. 

Perrucuio: Come, late: setting all 

this chat aside, 

father 


Thus in plain terms: your 


hath consented 


That you shall be my wife; your 
dowry ’greed on; 

And will you, nill you, I will marry 
you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for 
your turn; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy 
beauty, 

Thou must be married to no man 
but me. 

For I am he am born to tame you, 
Kate; 

And bring you from a wild Kate to a 
Kate, 

Conformable as other household 

Kates. 

Ilere comes your father: never make 
denial; 

I must and will have Katharine to 
my wife. 

Baptista (Fading on): Now, Signior 
Petruchio, how speed you with my 
daughter? 

Perrucuto: How but well, sir? 

but well? 


low 


It were impossible I should speed 
amiss. 
Baprista: Why, how now, daughter 
Katharine! In your dumps? 
(Hotly): Call you me 
daughter? Now I promise you: 


IKATHARINA 


You have show’d a tender fatherly 
regard, 
To wish me wed to one half lunatic! 
Perrucuto: Father, ‘tis thus: yourself 
and all the world, 
That talk’d of 


amiss of her: 


her, have talk’d 

For she’s not forward, but modest as 
the dove: 

She is not hot, but temperate as the 
morn. 





And to conclude, we have ’greed so 
well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding 
day. 
KATHARINA: I'l] see thee hang’d on 
Sunday first! 
Horrensio: Hark, Petruchio: she says 
she’ll see thee hang’d first. 
Perrucnio: Be patient, gentlemen; I 
choose her for myself: 
If she and I be pleased, what’s that 
to you? 
’Tis 


being alone, 


bargain’d, ’twixt us twain, 

That she shall still be curst in com- 
pany. 

I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe 

How much she loves me! Oh, the 
kindest Kate! 

She hung about my neck, and kiss 
on kiss 

She vied so fast, protesting oath on 
oath, 

That in a twink she won me to her 
love. 

Give me thy hand, Kate: I will unto 
Venice 


To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding- 
day. 
Provide the feast, father, and bid the 


guests; 
I will be sure my Katherine shall be 
fine. 
Baptista: I know not what to say; 
but give me your hands. 
God send you joy, Petruchio; ’tis a 
match. 
Hortensto: Amen, say I; and I will 
be a witness. 
Perrucnuio: Father, 
Hortensio, adieu. 
I will to 
apace: 


and wife, and 


Venice; Sunday comes 


We will have rings, and things, and 
fine array: 
And, kiss me, Kate, we will be mar- 
ried o’Sunday. 
Mustc: Rollicking theme, in and under. 


Narrator: And so was the unwilling 
shrew, Katharina Minola, affianced 
to the determined Petruchio. A 
week passes, and the day of the wed- 
ding arrives. But as the hour of the 
the 

still not re- 


ceremony approaches, bride- 
Petruchio, is 


turned from Venice. 


groom, 


Baptista: Signior Hortensio, this is 

the "pointed day 

That Katharine and Petruchio should 
be married, 

And yet we hear not of our son-in- 
law. 

What will be said? 
will it be 


What mockery 


To want the bridegroom when the 
priest attends 

To speak the ceremonial rites of mar- 
riage! 

What says Hortensio to this shame 
of ours? 
KKATHARINA (Furiously): No shame but 
mine; I must, forsooth, be forced 
To give my hand, opposed against 
my heart 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of 
spleen; 

Who woo’d in haste, and means to 
wed at leisure. 

I told you, I, he was a frantic fool. 

He'll woo a thousand, ’point the 
day of marriage, 

Make feasts, invite friends, and pro- 
claim the banns; 

Yet never means to wed where he 
hath woo’d. 





Now must the world point at poor 
Katharine, 

And “Lo! 
Petruchio’s wife, 


say, There is mad 


If it would please him come and 
marry her!” 
Horrensio: Patience, good Katharine, 
and Baptista too. 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but 
well, 
Whatever fortune stays him from 
his word, 
Though he be blunt, I know him 
passing Wise; 
Though he be merry, yet withal he’s 
honest. 
KATHARINA (Fading, weeping): Would 
had 


Katharine never seen him, 


though! 
saprisTa (Sadly): Go, girl, I cannot 
blame thee now to weep, 
For such an injury would vex a very 
saint, 
SERVAN' 
News! 


you never heard of! 


Fading on): Master, master! 

Old news, and such news as 

Baptista: Is it new and old too? How 
may that be? 

Servant: Why, Petruchio is coming, 
in a new hat and an old jerkin; a 
pair of old breeches, thrice turned; a 
pair ol boots that have been candle- 
cases, one buckled, another laced; 
an old rusty sword with a broken 
hilt, and chapeless; with two broken 
points: his horse hipped with an old 


mothy saddle and stirrups of no 
kindred, 


odd 
pricks him to this fashion; 
Yet 


apparell’d 


Hortensio: “lis some humor 


oftentimes he ryoes but mean- 


Baptista: I am glad he is come, how- 
so’er he comes. 
Perrucuio (Fading on): Come, where 
be these gallants? 
Who is at home? 
Baptista: You are welcome, sir. 
Perrucuio: And yet I come not well. 
But where is Kate? Where is my 
lovely bride? 
The 


were at church. 


morning wears, ‘tis time we 
Baprista: See not your bride in these 
unreverent robes: 
Go to my chamber; put on clothes of 
mine. 
Perrucuio: Not I, 
I’ll visit her. 


believe me: thus 


Baptista: But thus, I trust, you will 
not marry her. 
Perrucuio: Good sooth, even thus; 
therefore ha’ done with words: 
To me she’s married, not unto my 
clothes. 
Could I repair what she will wear in 
me 
As I can change these poor accoutre- 
ments, 
’T were well for Kate and better for 
myself! 
Come! 


Music: Delightful theme, in and under. 


Narrator: Adding to the injury of 
attending his own wedding in rags, 
Petruchio proceeds to rail at the 
priest and curse and bellow through- 

the Immediately 

after he and Kate are married, he 


out ceremony. 


announces to the assembled com- 
pany that he and his wife cannot 
stay to enjoy the wedding feast 

which news greatly upsets the new 


bride. 





Perrucnio: Gentlemen and friends, I 
thank you for your pains: 
I know you think to dine with me 
today, 
But so it is, my haste doth call me 
hence, 
And therefore here I mean to take 
my leave. 
Baptista: Is’t possible you will away 
tonight? 
Perrucuio: I must away today, before 
night come. 
And, honest company, I thank you 
all, 
That have beheld me give away 
myself 
this 
virtuous wife. 
Baptista: Let us entreat you stay till 
after dinner. 


To most patient, sweet and 


Prerrucuio: It may not be. 
KATHARINA: Let me entreat you. 
Perrucnio: I am content. 
KATHARINA: Are you content to stay? 
Perrucuio: | am content you shall 
entreat me stay, 
But yet not stay, entreat me how 
you can. 
KATHARINA: Now, if you love me, 
stay. 
Prerrucnuio: Servant, my horse! 
KATHARINA: Nay, then, 
Do what 
today; 


vO 


heal 


thou canst, I will not 

No, nor tomorrow, not till I please 
myself. 

The door is open, sir; there lies your 
way. 

For me, I’]] not be gone till I please 
myself. 

Content thee. 


Perrucnio: O Kate! 


Prithee, be not angry. 


91 


Karuartna: I will be angry. What 
hast thou to do? 
Father, be quiet; he shall stay my 
leisure. 
Gentleman, forward to the bridal 
dinner: 
I see a woman may be made a fool, 
If she had not a spirit to resist. 
Perrucuio: They shall go forward, 
Kate, at thy command. 
Obey the bride, you that attend on 
her. 
But for my bonny Kate, she must 
with me. 
Nay, look not bi 


stare, nor fret; 


or 
me) 


nor stamp, nor 


I will be master of what is mine own. 

She is my goods, my chattels; she is 
my house, 

My horse, my ox, my ass, my any- 
thing. 

And 


whoever dare. 


here she stands, touch her 

Fear not, sweet wench; they shall 
not touch thee, Kate. 

I’ll buckler thee against a million! 

Music: Romping theme, in and under. 

Thus 


man of great determination, begin 


NARRATOR: does Petruchio, a 


the taming of his shrew. After a long 


journey, which completely — tires 


Katharina, they reach Petruchio’s 


house, where they prepare for sup- 


per. At least, Katharina prepares 
that her husband 
determined that she shall not eat a 
bite until her temper is tamed! 


not realizing is 


Perrucnto: Come, Kate, sit down; 
know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, 
or else shall I? 
What’s this? Mutton? 


SERVANT (Slightly off mike): Ay. 





Prerrucuio: Who brought it? 
Servant: I. 
Perrucuio: "Tis burnt; and so is all the 
meat! 
What dogs are these! Where is the 
rascal cook? 
How durst you, villains, bring it 
from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it 
not? 
Sounp: Crash of table china. 
Perrucuio: There, take it to 
trenchers, cups, and all. 


you, 


You heedless joltheads and unman- 
ner’d slaves! 
KATHARINA (Tired and hungry): I 


pray you, husband, be not so 
disquiet. 
The meat was well if you were so 
contented. 
Perrucuio: I tell thee, Kate, ’twas 
burnt and dried away; 
And better ’twere that 
did fast, 
Than feed upon such over-roasted 


flesh. 


Be patient; tomorrow ’t 


both of us 


shall be 
mended, 
And for this night, we’ll fast for 
company. 
Music: Light-hearted theme, in 


under. 


and 
But refusing Katharina 
her supper is only the beginning of 
Petruchio’s plan. 


NARRATOR: 


Perrucuio: Thus have I politicly be- 
gun my reign. 


And ’tis my hope to end successfully. 

My falcon now is sharp and passing 
empty, 

And till she stoop she must not be 
full-gorged. 


She eat no meat today, nor none 
shall eat; 

Last night she slept not, nor tonight 
she shall not. 

As with the meat, some undeserved 
fault 

I’ll find about the making of the 
bed: 

And here I'll fling the pillow, there 
the bolster, 

This way the coverlet, another way 
the sheets: 

And in conclusion she shall watch 
all night. 

And if she chance to nod, I’ll rail 
and brawl, 

And with the clamor keep her still 
awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with 
kindness; 
And thus I'll 

headstrong humor. 
He that knows better how to tame 


curb her mad and 


a shrew, 
Now let him speak: ’tis charity to 
show. 
Music: In and under. 
Needless to 
treatment 


say, this 
having its 


NARRATOR: 
sharp was 
effect on Katharina. 

KATHARINA: The more my wrong, the 

more his spite appears. 

What, did he marry me to famish 
me? 

Beggars, that come unto my father’s 
door, 

Upon entreaty have a present alms; 

If not, elsewhere they meet with 
charity. 

But I, who never knew how to en- 
treat, 

Nor 


entreat, 


never needed that I should 





Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack 
of sleep; 
With oaths kept waking, and with 
brawling fed. 
And that which spites me more than 
all these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect 
love! 
Perrucnuio (Fading on): How fares 
my Kate? 
KATHARINA (Dismally): Faith, as cold 
as can be. 
Perrucuio: Pluck up thy spirits; look 
cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love; thou seest how diligent 
I am, 
To dress thy meat myself and bring 
it thee. 
I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness 
merits thanks. 
What! Nota word? Nay then, thou 
lovest it not, 
And all my pains is sorted to no 
proof. 
Here, servant, take away this dish 
of meat. 
KATHARINA: I pray you, servant, let 
it stand. 
Petrucuio: The poorest service is re- 
paid with thanks, 
And so shall mine, before you touch 
the meat. 
KATHARINA (Coldly): I thank you, sir. 


Perrucnio: But put aside your supper, 


lovely Kate. 
the tailor, 
clothes for thee. 


For here’s come with 
Come, tailor, let us see these orna- 
ments. 
Lay forth the gown, and let us see 
the cap. 
Tattor: Here is the cap your worship 
did bespeak. 


Perrucnio (Feigning anger): Why, 
this was moulded on a porringer! 
Away with it! Come, let me have a 
bigger. 
KATHARINA (Determined): I'll have no 
bigger: this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear such caps 
as these. 
Perrucnio: When you are gentle, you 
shall have one too; 
And not till then. 
KATHARINA: Why, sir, I trust I may 
have leave to speak, 
And speak I will; I am no child, no 
babe. 
Love me or love me not, I like the 
cap, 
And it I will have, or I will have 
none. 
Perrucuto: As thou speak’st, Kate; 
thou shall have none. 
Now, tailor, let 
thou’st brought. 
O mercy, Lord! What masking stuff 
is here? 
What! Up and down, carv’d like an 
apple tart? 


us see the gown 


Here’s snip, and nip, and cut, and 
slish, and slash. 


Tartor (Meekly): You bid me make it 


orderly and well, 
According to the fashion and the 
time. 
Perrucuio: Marry, and did: but if 
you be remember’d, 
I did not bid you mar it to the time. 
I’ll none of it: hence! Make your 
best of it! 
Tattor (Fading hastily): Ay, ay, my 
lord! So please you! Yes, my lord! 
KATHARINA (Plaintively): I never saw 
a better fashion’d gown, 





More quaint, more pleasing, 
more commendable. 
Perruciio: Well, come, my Kate; 
will unto your father’s, 
Even in these honest mean habili- 
ments. 
What if we are not deck’d in newest 
clothes? 
Is the adder better than the eel 
Because his painted skin contents 
the eye? 
©, no, good Kate; neither art thou 
the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean 
array. 
And therefore frolic: we will hence 
forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s 
house. 
Let’s see; I think ’tis now some 

seven o’clock, 


And 


dinner time. 


well we may come there by 
KATHARINA: I dare assure you, sir, 
tis almost two; 

And ‘twill be supper-time ere you 
come there. 
Firmly 

spt ak, or do, or think to do, 
You ere But mark 


me well: 


PETRUCHIO Look, what I 


still crossing it. 


: and ere | do, 
It shall be what o’clock J say it ts! 

Music: Romping theme, 

NARRATOR: 


I will not vO today 


in and under. 
Finally Petruchio 
that his 


sufficiently for her to be presented 


con- 


siders wife is subdued 


at the home of her father once again. 


But even on the journey, the taming 


In the inns... . 
Tis cold! 
Perrucuio (Calmly): ’Tis hot! 
KATHARINA (Angrily): "Tis cold! 


continues, 


IKATHARINA:! 


Perrucuio (Warningly): "Tis hot!... 
KATHARINA (Resignedly): "Tis . . . hot. 
Narrator: And on the roads. ... 
Perrucuto: Come on, i’ God’s name; 
once more toward our father’s. 
(jood Lord, how bright and goodly 
shines the moon! 
KATHARINA: The moon! The sun! It 
is not moonlight now. 
Perrucuio: I say it is the moon that 
shines so bright. 
KATHARINA: I know it is the sun that 
shines so bright. 
Prerrucnuio: Now, by my mother’s son, 
and that’s myself, 
It shall be moon, or star, or what I 
list, 
Or ere I journey to your father’s 
house. 
(Calling out) Go, one, and fetch our 
horses back again! 
Evermore cross’d and cross’d; noth- 
ing but cross’d! 
KATHARINA (Tiredly): Forward, I pray, 
since we have come so far, 
And be it moon, or sun, or what you 
please. 
And if you please to call it a rush- 
candle, 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for 
me, 
Perrucuio: I say it is the moon. 
IKATHARINA: I know it is the moon. 
Perrucuio: Nay, then, you lie; it is 
the blessed sun. 
KATHARINA: Then God be bless’d, it is 
the blessed sun: 
But sun it is not when you say it is 
not, 
And the moon changes even as your 
mind, 
What you will have it nam’d, even 
that it is; 





And so, it shall be so for Katharine. 

Music: Light-hearted theme, in and 
under. 

NARRATOR: When they finally reach 
the home of old Baptista Minola, 
they find a double marriage being 

had 


given up waiting for Katharina’s 


celebrated. Hortensio, who 
younger sister, Bianca, is married to 
a widow. And Bianca, Baptista’s 
taken a 
young lord named Lucentio for her 
husband, 


younger daughter, has 
After dinner, the men sit 
the their 
wives, and oid Baptista turns to 
Petruchio. 


before fire, discussing 


Baptista: Now, in good sadness, son 
Petruchio, 
I think thou hast the veriest shrew 
of all. 
Perrucuio: Well, I say no: and there- 
fore, for assurance, 
Let’s each one send unto his wife; 
And he whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send 
for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will 
propose. 
Hortrensio: Content. What is the 
wager? 
LucENTIO: Twenty crowns. 
Hortensio: Who shall begin? 
Lucentio: That will I. 
Servant, bid my lady, Bianca, come 
to me. 
SERVANT (Fading): I will, my lord 
Baptista: Son, I will be your half, 
Bianca comes. 
Lucentio: [ll 
bear it all myself. 
How now! What news? 
Servant (Slightly off mike): Sir, 
mistress sends you word 


halves; I'll 


have no 


my 


That she is busy and she cannot 
come. 
Perrucnio (Laughing): How! She is 
busy, and she cannot come. 
Is that an answer? 
Horrensto: Ay, and a kind one too: 
Pray God, sir, your wife send you 
not a worse. 
Perrucuio: | hope, better. 
Horrensio: Servant, go thou and en- 
treat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. 
Perrucuio: O ho! “Entreat her.”’ 
Nay, then she must needs come. 


Hortrensio (Laughing): I am afraid, 


sir, 
Do what you can, yours will not be 
entreated. 
Now where’s my wile? 
Servant (Slightly off mike 
you have some goodly jest in 
hand: 


> She Says 


She will not come: she bids you come 
to her. 
Perrucuio: Worse and worse; she will 
not come! O vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d! 
Sirrah! Go to 


Katharine, and say, 


your mistress, 
I command her come to me. 

Horrensto: I know her answer. 

Perrucuio: What? 

Horvrensto: She will not. 

Prerrucuio: The fouler fortune mine, 
and there an end. 

BAPTISTA (Amazed): Now, by 
holidame, here comes Katharina! 

KATHARINA (Fading on): What is your 
will, sir, that you send for me? 

Perrucuio: Where is your sister, and 


my 


Hortensio’s wife? 
KATHARINA: They sit conferring by the 
parlor fire. 





Perrucuio: Go, fetch them hither: if 
they deny to come, 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto 
their husbands. 
Away, I say, and bring them hither 
straight. 
Lucentio: Here is a wonder, if you 
talk of wonder. 
Hortrensio: And so it is. I wonder 
what it bodes. 
Perrucuio: Marry, peace it bodes, 
and love, and quiet life. 
Baptista: Now fair befall thee, good 
Petruchio! 
For she is changed, as she had never 
been. 
Perrucnuio: Nay, I will win my wager 
better yet, 
And show more signs of her obedi- 
ence. 
See where she comes, and brings 
your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly per- 
suasion. 
Katharine, I charge thee, tell these 
headstrong women 
What duty they do owe their lords 
and husbands. 
KATHARINA (Gently): Thy husband is 
thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that 
cares for thee, 

(nd for thy maintenance, commits 
his body 

To painful labor both by sea and 
land, 

Whilst thou 


secure and safe: 


liest warm at home, 


And craves no other tribute at thy 


hands 
But love, fair looks, and true obedi- 


ence; 


Too little payment for so great a 
debt. 

Such duty as the subject owes the 
prince, 

Even such a 
husband. 

I am asham’d that women are so 
simple 

To offer war where they should kneel 
for peace, 


woman oweth her 


Or seek for rule, supremacy, and 
sway, 
When they are bound to serve, love, 
and obey. 
Come, come, you froward and un- 
able worms! 
My mind hath been as big as one of 
yours, 
To bandy word for word and frown 
for frown; 
But now I see our lances are but 
straws, 
Our strength as weak, our weakness 
past compare, 
That seeming to be most which we 
indeed least are. 
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no 
boot, 
And place your hands below your 
husband’s foot: 
In token of which duty, if he please, 
My hand is ready; may it do him 
ease. 
Perrucnio (Heartily): Why, there’s a 
wench! Come on, and kiss me, Kate! 
Horrensio: Now, go thy ways; thou 
hast tam’d a curst shrew. 
Wonderingly): "Tis a 
your 


BAPTISTA won- 


der, by leave, she will be 
tam’d so. 
Muste: Rollicking theme, full to finish. 


THE END 
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